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HESE volumes... ares perhaps, the 


maſt folid compliment that can poſſibly 
ho paid to the Fair Sex. They are a ſtand- 
ing proof that great abilities are not cou- 
fined to the men, and that genius often 
glows, with equal warmth, and perhaps 
with more delicacy, in the breaft of a fe- 


male. The Ladies, whoſe pieces we. have 


Here collected, are not only an honour to 
their ſex, but to their native country; and 
there can be no doubt of their appearing to 
advantage together, when they have each 
ſeverally been approved by the greateſt wri- 


ters of their times. It is indeed a remark- 
able circumſtance, that there is ſcarce one 


Lady, who has contributed to fill theſe vo- 


lumes, who was not celebrated by her co- 


temporary poets, and that moſt of them 
bave been partic WY aftinguiſhed by the 
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moſt la viſb encomiums either from Cow- 
LEY, DRYDEN, RosCoMMoNn, CREECH, 


| | Pork, or SwiIrr. e eee eee 


There is indeed nd fer regſon to he af 
figned why the poetical attempts of females 
ſbould not be well received, unleſs it can be 
demonſrated that fancy and judgment are 
wvholly confined to one half of our Jpecies; a 
notion, to which the readers of theſe vo- 
lumes will not readily aſſent. It will not 
be thought partiality to ſay that the reader 
will here meet with many pieces on a great 
variety of ſubjeats excellent in their way; 
and that this collection is not inferior t any 
miſcrllany compiled N the works + £ men. 


I was aN propoſed to onthe the Hive 
works of theſe ingenious females; and in- 
deed ſuch an undertaking would have been 
at once much more voluminous, and 75 
Satisfattory than the preſent. For as moſt 
of their poems were firſt publiſhed by ſub- 
ſcription, the bulk, as well as merit of the 
volume, was neceſſary to be confidered: on 
which account ſeveral piees were thrown 


v PREFACE. 


in merely to fill up ſo many pages. Beſides, 
moſt of theſe Ladies ( like many of our great- 
eft male writers) were more indebted to na” 
ture for their ſucceſs, than to education; 


and it was therefore thought better to omit 


thoſe pieces, which too plainly betrayed the 
want of learning, than to inſert them 
merely to diſgrace thoſe others, which a 
writer, with all the advantages of 1t, 
could not have * 


The ſhort accounts of the ſeveral writers, 
prefixed to each of their poems, were com- 
piled from the beſt materials we could meet 


with. The life of Mrs. BEHN in particu- 


lar, (which is very entertaining) is ex- 


tracted from The Lives of the Poets, by 


Mr. THEeoPHILUS CIEBER and others. 
For many of the reſt we are obliged to Mr. 
BALLARD's entertaining Memoirs of 


Learned Ladies 
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MISTRESS MARY BARBER, 


Poems, who was the wife of a tradeſman 


T HE ingenious Authoreſs of the following 
in the city of Dublin, found leiſure with- 


1 


ttle pieces, which gained the approbation 


out N Bey Serene buſineſs to write ſe- 


veral 


of Dr. Swift, the Earl of Orrery, Mr. Tickel, 
and many other Perſons of Eminence in Ireland, as 


well as of Mr. Pope, and moſt of the Nobility in 
Eneland. — = 


Juſt before Lord Carteret left Ireland, the hopes 4 


of obtaining a favour induced her to take a voyage 
to England; where a few of her occaſional poems 


were 10 well received by ſeveral perſons of quality, 


that thy offered to ſollicit a ſubſcription for her, 
and prevailed with her to publiſh a complete cal- 
„„ EE ESTES OY 

Mrs. Barber was firſt inclined to write verſes by 
motives, very different from any of thoſe which 


have induced others to attempt poetry: her aim 


being chiefly to form the minds of her cildren, ſhe 


imagined that precepts conveyed in verſe would be 
more eaſily remembered, and that their being 
obliged to repeat them in ſchool, would greatly 
contribute not only to fix them more firmly in the 


mind, but to give early a proper and graceful man- 
ner of ſpeaking. The elegant little poem at the 


head of this collection, under the title of A True 


Tale, is plainly intended for a draught of her own 
character, and her behaviour to her children; and 


the other copies of verſes written for her ſon, are 


B 2 . ſo 
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= fhrehath already receive 


Sf 


> ſo-many inſtances of the care ſhe took to form their 


minds, and cultivate their underſtandings. 
For a farther account of Mrs. Barber and her 


the Earl of Orrery, and is prefixed to Mrs. Barber's 
Miſs Lowelace, is written by the ingenious Mrs. 


productions will Oy be allowed to make 
a very agreeable part of theſe volumes. | 


To the Rt. Hon: JOHN, Earl of Ozxzexe. 
thy Lord! 5 


7 Lately received a letter from Mrs. Barber; where» 
in ſhe deſires my opinion about dedicating her 


how far ſhe may be allowed to draw your charader, 
which is a right claim'd by. all dedicators. And jhe 
thinks. this the more incumbent on her, from the ſur- 
priging inſtances of your generofity and fawour that 

1 in 5 4 1 which fs bath been 
fo unfaſhionable to publiſh wherever ſhe goes. This 
makes her apprehend, that all ſhe can ſay to your 
Lordſbip's advantage, will be interpreted as the 


gratitude. 

J ſent her word, that I could be of no ſervice to her 
upon this article: yet I confeſs, my Lord, that all thoſe 
who are thoroughly acquainted with her, will impute 


thankfulneſs, as well as to the humble opinion ſhe 
hath of herſelf. Altho' the world in general may 
folſibly continue in its uſual ſentiments, and liſt her 
in the common herd of dedicators. 

x Therefore, 


writings I ſhall refer the reader to the two follow- | 
ing letters. The firſt was written by Dr. Swift to 


poems: the ſecond, addreſſed to the Honourable 


Mary Jones, who is herſelf a poeteſs, and whoſe 


Poems to your Lordſhip; and ſeems in pain to know 


mere effect of flattery, under the ſiyle and title of 


her encomiums to a ſincere, but overfiowing, ſpirit of 
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Therefore, upon the maſt mature deliberation, I 
concluded that the office of ſetting out your Lordſhip's 
character, will not come properly from her pen for 
her own reaſons, I mean the great favours you have 
already conferr d on her. And God forbid, that 
your character ſhould not hawe a much ſtronger 
ſupport. You are hourly gaining the love, eſteem, 
and reſpect of wiſe and good men: and in due time, 
if Mrs. Barber can but have a little patience, you 
will bring them all over in both kingdoms, to a man: 
1 confeſs, the number is not great; but that is not your 

Lordſhif's fault, and therefore, in reaſon, you ought 
to be contented. _ 
I gueſs the topicks ſhe intends to inſiſt on; Your 
Learning, your Genius, your Afﬀability, Generoſity, 

| the Love you bear your native Country, and your 
Compaſſion for this; the Goodneſs of your Nature, 
your Humility, Modeſty and Condeſcention, your moſt 
agreeable Converſation, ſuited to all Tempers, con- 
ditions, and underſlandings: perhaps ſhe may be e 
weak to add the Regularity of your Life; that you 
belive a God and Providence; that you are a firm 
Cities, according to the Doctrine of the Church 

eſtabliſh d in both Kingdoms, Tin E 

Theſe and other topick I imagine Mrs. Barber de- 
feens to inſiſt on, in the dedication of ber poems ta 
9 your Lordſhip; but I think ſhe will better ſbeau her 
prudence by omiting them all. And yet, My Lord, 
I cannot diſapprove of her ambition, ſo juſtly plac'd 
in the choice of a Patron; and at the ſame time de- 
clare my opinion, that ſhe deſerveth your protection 
on account of her wit and good ſenſe, as well as of 
| her humility, her gratitude, and many other virtues. 
© 4 I hade read moſt of her poems; and believe your 
[1-1 Lordſhip will obſerve, that they generally contain 
| ſomething new and uſeful, tending to the reproof of 
5 ſome dice or folly, or recommending ſome virtue. She 
70: B 3 never 
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11 
never writes on a ſubjeft with general unconnected 
ropicks, but always with a ſcheme and method drive- 
ing to ſome. e e end; wherein many writers 
in 2 and of ſome diſtinction, are ſo often known 
to. fail. In ſhort, ſhe ſeemeth to have a true poetical 
genius, better cultivated than could well be eæpected, 


either from her ſex, or the ſcene ſhe hath acted in, as 
the wife of a citizen. 


Yet I am aſſured, that no 


abo man was ever more uſeful to her huſband in the 


way of his buſineſs. Poetry hath only been ber fa- 
wourite amuſement; for which ſhe hath. one qualifica- 


tion, that I wiſh all good poets poſſeſs d a ſhare of; 
I mean, that ſhe is ready to take advice, and ſubmit 


to have her werſes corrected, by thoſe who are gene- 


rally allow'd to be the beſt judges. 1 N 

[ have, at her intreaty, ſuffer d her ta take a copy 
of this letter, and given her the liberty to make it 
public. For which I ought to defire your Lordſhip's 
pardon; but ſhe was of opinion it might do ber ſome 


ſervice; and therefore I comply d. I am, my Lord, 


with.the trueſt efteem and reſpect, 


Your Lordſhip's moſt obedient Servant, 
Dublin, Aug. 20. ge 


1733: JONAT. SWIFT: 


Extract of a Letter from Mrs. Jones to the Hon. 
| Miſs LoveLace. | 


Am always pleas d with any attempts of this na- 
ture among my own ſex; and could be glad, if 
the exerciſe of our heads were a little more in faſhi- 


en: fince it too often happens, that this is the only 

uncultivated part about us. But cuſtom, and (what 

is more diſcouraging) the lords over us, determine 
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72 us, and we muſt do as our neighbours and 


they would have us, no matter whether right or 


do . Tcan't help making an obſervation here, 


greatly to the author's honour, that throughout her 


whole book, I don't remember to have met with one 
immodeſt expreſſion; nor, what is more remarkable, 


a word of that paſſion which has made ſo many 


female poets; I mean love. Whenever I meet with a 
fter in print, I always exped to hear that Corydon 


has pro d falſe; or that Sylvia's cruel parents have 
had prudence enough to keep two mad people from 


playing the fool together, for life. I've often wiſh'd, 


for the honour of our ſex, that theſe ſubjefs had been 


exhauſted ſeventeen hundred years ago; but am a- 


ending wary 7 hundred years hence, we ſhall 


have the ſame falſe Corydons, and the ſame com- 


plaining Sylvias. Tis pity, that this paſſion alone 


ſhould ſet us to rhyming. The ſubject is ſo beaten, 
that it cannot poſſibly afford us any thing new; and 


probably that's one reaſon, awhy awe ſo ſeldom ſucceed 


in our poetical excurſions. There is, however, one 
affetion I cannot but admire in this authoreſs; and 


that is, her exceſs of gratitude to all thoſe by whom 
ſhe has been any way obliged. | | " 
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Mas. MARY BARBER || 


A True TAL E. 


| Movtrn, we vaſt lation finds 
In modelling her childrens minds; 
With whom, in exquiſite delight, 
She paſſes many a winter night; 
Mingles i in ev'ry play to find 
What byaſs nature gave the mind; 
Reſolving thence to take her aim, 
To guide them to the realms of fame; 
And wiſely make thoſe realms their way 
To regions of eternal day 
Each boiſt'rous paſſion to controul, 
And early humanize the ſoul; 
In ſimple tales, beſide the fire, | 
The nobleſt notions would inſpire: 
Her children, conſcious of her care, 
Tranſported, hung around her chair. 

Of Scripture Heroes ſhe would tell, 
Whoſe names they liſp'd, ere they could ſpell; 
'The Mother then, delighted, ſmiles; | 
And ſhews the ſtory on the tiles. 

At other times, her themes would be 
The Sages of Antiquity; 
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Who left immortal names behind, 
By proving bleſſings to their kind. $ 
Again, ſhe takes another ſcope, . 
And tells of Addiſon and Pope, 

Studidus to let her children know: | 
„The various turns of things below; 
How Virtue here was oft oppreſs'd, 

To ſhine more glorious with the bleſs'd, 
Told Tulh's and the Gracchi's doom, 

The patriots, and the pride of Rome, . 
Then bleſs'd the Drapier's happier fate, 3 
Who /a d, and lives to guard the ſtate. | 5 

Some Comedies gave great delight, 
And entertain'd them many a night: 
Others could no admittance. find, 
Forbid, as poiſon to the mind: 

Thoſe authors wit and ſenſe, ſaid ſhe, 
But heighten their impiety. 3 
This happy Mother met, one day, 5 


The Book of Fables, writ by Gay; 


And told her Children, Here's a treaſure, 5 
« A fund of wiſdom, and of pleaſure! 5 
«« Such morals, and ſo-finely-writ; - 0 
« Such decency, good ſenſe, and wit! 24 
Well has the poet found the art, ns be, 
« To raiſe the mind, and mend the heart, . 


Her fav'rite Son the volume ſeiz d; 

And, as he read, ſeem'd highly pleas d; 
Made ſuch reflections ev'ry page, 
The Mother thought above his age; 
Delighted read, but ſcarce was able 
To fniſt the concluding fable. 

« What ails my Child? the Mother cries: 

«© Whoſe ſorrows now have fill'd your eyes?“ : 
O dear Mamma, can he want friends 0 5 
Who writes for ſuch exalted ends? 1 
O baſe, degen rate human kind! _ 
Had I a fortune to my mind, 


hh 
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* Should Gay complain? But now, alas! 
 Thro' what a world am II to paſs? 
Where freindſhip is an empty name, 
And merit ſcarcely paid in fame? 
Reſolv'd to lull his woes to reſt, 

She tells him, he ſhould hope the beſt: 

© This has been yet Gay's caſe I own; 
« But now his merit's amply known. 

«© Content that tender heart of thine: 
He'll be the care of CAROLINE. 
Who thus inſtructs the royal race, 
Miuſt have a penſion, or a place.“ 
MuMRMamma, if you were Queen, ſays he, 
And ſuch a book were writ for me, 

I, find ' tis ſo much to your taſte, 
That Gay would keep his coach at leaſt. 

My Son what you ſuppoſe, is true: 

I ſee its excellence in you. 

Poets who write to mend the mind, 

« A royal recompence ſhould find. 

But I am barr'd by fortune's frowns, 
From the beſt privilege of crowns; 
The glorious, godlike pow'r to bleſs, 
And raiſe up merit in diſtreſs.” 

But dear Mammal long to know., 

| Were you the Queen, what you'd beſtow. 
| © What Td beſtow, ſays ſhe, my dear? 
At leaſt, a thouſand ME a year .” 


ping on BREECHES. 


HAT is it our 1 bewitches 


5 To tyrant Cuſtom we muſt yield, 
1 Whiltt vanquiſh'd Reaſon flies the field. 


* 


= Written for my Son, and ſpoken 5 him at his firſt 


To plague us little boys with nden 
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Our legs muſt ſuffer by ligation, 

To keep the blood from circulation; 

And then our feet, tho' young and tender, 

We to the ſhoemakers ſurrender; 

Who often makes our ſhoes ſo ſtrait, 

x Our growing feet they cramp and fret; 
Whiltt, with contrivance moſt profound, 
Acroſs our inſteps we are bound; | „ 
Which is the cauſe; I make no doubt, * 

Why thouſands ſuffer in the gout: x 
Our wiſer anceſtors wore brogues, 

Before the ſurgeons brib'd theſe rogues, 

with narrow toes, and heels like pegs, =_ 

To help to make us break our legs. . 
Then, ere we know to uſe our fiſts, b 

Our mothers cloſely bind our wriſts; 

And never think our cloaths are neat, . 
Till they're fo tight we cannot eat. 7 
And, to increaſe our other pains, | 
The hatband helps to cramp our brains. 

The cravat finiſhes the work, ; 

Like bowſtring ſent from the Grand Turk. 
Thus dreſs, that ſhould, prolong our date, 

Is made to haſten on our fate. 

Fair privilege of nobler natures, | 

To be more plagu'd than other creatures! 

The wild inhabitants of air | 

Are cloath'd by heav'n with wondrous care: 

Their beauteous, well-compacted feathers 

1 Are coats of mail againſt all weathers; 

WY hi Enamell'd, to delight the eye;. 

Gay as the bow that decks the ſky: 

The beaſts are cloath'd with beauteous ſkins: 
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We The fiſhes arm'd with ſcales and fins; 

1 Whoſe luſtre lends the ſailor light, 5 
£14 Hi When all the ſtars are hid in night. 1 
„ O were our dreſs contriv'd like theſe, 1 


For uſe, for ornament, and eaſe! 
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2 . Man only ſeems to ſorrow born, | 
Naked, defenceleſs, and forlorn. 
Yet we have Reaſon to ſupply 
What nature did to man deny: 
Weak Viceroy! Who thy pow'r will own, 
When Cuſtom has uſur 0 thy . 
In vain did I appeal to thee, 
Ere I would wear his livery; 
3 4 Who, i in defiance to thy rules, 
4 Y Delights to make us act like fools. 
* Ofer human race the tyrant reigns, 
4 And binds them in eternal chains. 
Me yield to his deſpotic ſway, 
e only monarch all er. 


4 
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LL-bounteous heav'n, Caftalives cries, 
With bended knees and lifted eyes, 

'Y | When ſhall T have the power to bleſs, 

And raiſe up merit in diſtreſ ? 

= How do our hearts deceive us here! 

A ets ten thouſand pounds a year. 

+ EA. this the pious youth is able 

7 To build, and plant, and keep a table. 

But then the poor he muſt not treat: 

Who aſks, the wretch, that wants to eat? 

Alas to eaſe their woes he wiſhes; 

hut cannot live without Ten diſhes: 

= Tho' Six would ſerve as well, tis true; 

hut one muſt live, as others do. 

le now; feels wants unknown before, 

Wants ſtill increaſing with his ſtore. 

The good Caſtalio muſt provide 

Brocade, an jewels, for his bride. 

er toilet ſhines with plate emboſs'd; 

= What ſums her lace aud linen coſt! 


An unanſwerable Aro GY WE the RI CH: 
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The cloaths that muſt his perſon grace, & 
Shine with embroidery, and lace. * 
The coſtly pride of Perſian loom, = 
And Guido's paintings, grace his rooms, 5 
5 His wealth Caftalio will not waſte; 

But muſt have ev'ry thing in Taſte. BG 
[4.1 He's an economiſt confeſt; 7 
Hh But what he buys, muſt be the beſt: | "= 

| For common uſe a ſet of plate; „ 5 
Old china, when he dines in ſtate; - 
i A coach and fix, to take the air; 
| | Beſides a chariot, and a chair. 
All theſe important calls ſupply'd, 
Calls of neceſſity, not pride, 
His income's regularly ſpent; 
He ſcarcely ſaves to pay his rent. 
No man alive would do more good, 
Or give more freely if he cou d. 
He grives, whene'er the wretched ſue; - 
But what can poor Caftaliodo? 
Would heav'n but ſend ten thouſand more, 
He d give you 6 ok as "= did before. | A 


Widen e PETITION(:). 
To the Right Honourable Lady CARTERET. 


Earyd with long attendatio" on the court, 


You, Madam, are the wretch's laſt reſort, ; 
Eternal King! if here in vain J ery, 


Where ſhall the fatherleſs and widow fly? , 

How bleſt are they, who ſleep among the dead, 

Nor hear their childrens piercing eries for bread! = 

li When your lov'd off ſpring Lives your foul 
| Reflect how mine are irkſome to my ſight: | Ho, 


[1] ritten for an Offcirs Widew, 
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O think, how muſta wretched mother grieve, 
Who hears the want ſhe never can relieve! 


Y = An Evil preys upon my helpleſs ſon, 
(How many ways the wretched are undone!) 


Cruel diſtemper! to aſſault his ſight, 
And rob him of his only joy, the light! 
His anguiſh make my weary'd eyes o erflow, 


And loads me with unutterable woe. 
No.o friendly voice my lonely manſion chears; 
All fly th' infection of the widow's tears: 
: Fv'n thoſe, whoſe pity eas'd my wants with bread, 
Are now, O fad reverſe! my greateſt dread. 
My mournful ſtory will no more prevail, 
And ev'ry hour I dread a diſmal jail: 
| ſtart at each imaginary ſound, 
And Horrors have encompaſs'd me around.” 
Tremble, ye daughters, who at eaſe recline, 
Leſt you ſhould know a miſery like mine. 
Ye now, unmov'd, Can hear the wretched moan; 
And feel no wants, yourſelves oppreſs'd by none; 
Fly from the ſight of woes ye will not ſhare, 
And leave the helpleſs orphan to deſpair. 
= But know, that dreadful hour is drawing near, 
When you'll be treated, as you've acted here: 
= Toyou no more the wretched ſhall complain; 
Iwill be your turn to weep, and ſue in vain, 
=> Not ſo the fair, with godlike mercy bleſt, 
Who feels another's anguiſh in her breaſt; 
Who never hears the wretched ſigh in vain, 
=> Herſelf diſtreſs'd till ſhe relieves their pain. 
I' bis fame reports, fair Carteret, of you; 


ad, This bleſt report encourag d me to ſue. 
d! O Angel-Goodneſs, hear and eaſe my moan, 


Nor let your mercy fail in me alone! 
So at the laſt-tribunal will I ſtand, 
With my poor orphans, plac'd on eicher hand; 


You: . | £- 
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'1 here, with my cries, my Saviour TIl aſſail; 
{For at His bar the widow's tears prevail) 
That ſhe, who made the fatherleſs her care, 
The fulneſs of celeſtial joys may ſhare; 

That ſhe a crown of glory may receive, 


Who ſnatch'd me from deſtruction, and the grave. 


Written in the Concluſion of a Letter to Mr 
. TICKEL, intreating him to recommend the Wi- 


dw GorDon's Petition. 


TERNAL King, is there one hour 
To make me greatly bleſs'd? | 
When ſhall I have it in my pow'r 
To ſuccour the diſtreſs'd? 


In vain, alas! my heart o'erflows 
With uſeleſs tenderneſs; 

Why muſt I feel another's woes, 
And cannot make them leſs? 


Yet I this torture muſt endure; 
Tis not reſerv'd for me 
To eaſe the ſighing of the poor, 
Or ſet the priſ'ners free. 


The PRODIGY. 
A Letter to a Friend in the Country. 


* O' rhyme ſerves the thoughts of great poets 
to fetter, 8 
It ſets off the ſenſe of ſmall poets the better. 
When I've written in proſe, I often have found, 
That my ſenſe, in a jumble of words, was quite 
drown'd. 
in verſe, as in armies, thet march o'er the plain, 
lie leatt man among them is ſeen without pain, 


EPS 2 thin Side i) F 
ee e r TA... 1 N 2 
A 82 5 * * , 8 r e N 
P N e 1 rar, a n F 3 
* Nee N Li *. n p F n 8 „ . 
= 2 fs 12 or" was gol WES 8 22 IE ACE > Po 
7 , 8 ng #5 3 * . | » N Go 
— 75 7 x : 


- 
Sa at ns FOE. 
hs, tg N A 


e 


©, = 
4 : 


t8 


Mas. BARBER. 15 
This they owe to good order, it muſt be allow'd; 
Elſe men that are little, are loſt in a crow'd. 
So much for ſimile: now, to be brief, 
The ſollowing lines come to tell you my grief. 
Tis wellI can write; for 1 ſcarely can ſpeak, 
I'm fo plagu'd with my teeth, which cternally ake. 
When the wind's in the point which oppoles the 
f South, e 
For fear of the cold, I can't open my mouth: 
And you know, to the ſex it muſt be a heart- 
breaking, | | 
To have any diſtemper, that keeps them from 
ſpeaking. 


When firſt I was filent a day and a night, 


The women were all in a terrible fright. 
Supplications to Fowe, in an inftant, they make 


Avert the portent - a woman not ſpeak! 


Since poets are prophets, and often have ſung, 
Ihe laſt thing that dies in a woman's her tongue: 
1 * 


O Joe, for what crime is Sapphira thus curſt? 
Tis plain by her breathing, her tongue has dy'd 
rft. 
Ye powers celeſtial, tell mortals, what cauſe 
Occaſions dame nature to break her own laws? 


Did the Preacher live now, from his text he muſt 


run: CN 


O Towe, for the future this puniſhment ſpare; 
“And all other evils we'll willingly bear.” 
'Then they throng to my hooks, and my maid 
they beſeech, 
To fay, if her miſtreſs had quite loſt her ſpeech. 
Nell readily own'd, what they heard was too true; 
'That to-day I was dumb, give the devil his due; 
And frankly confeſs'd, were it always the caſe, 
No ſervagt could &er have a happier place. 


Cz 


And own there was ſomething new under the ſun 
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My Ufe for't, the woman will ſoon find her tongue. 


16 Mrs. BARBER. 
When they found it was fact, they began all to 


fear me: 


And, dreading infection, would ſcarcely come near 


me: | 
Till a neighbour. of mine, who was famous for 

| ſpeeching, 
Bid them be of good cheer, the diſeaſe was not 

| IS; catching; PD | ” | 
And offer'd to prove, from authors good ſtore, 
That the like caſe with this never happen'd before; 
And it ages to come ſhould reſemble the paſt, 
As 'twas the firſt inſtance, it would be the laſt. 


Vet againſt this diſorder we all ought to ſtrive: 


Were I in her caſe, I'd been bury'd alive. 
Were I one moment ſilent, except in my bed, 
My good-natur'd huſband would ſwear I was dead. 
The next ſaid, her tongue was ſo much in her 
ow'r, ITE | EEE, 


She was ſullenly ſilent almoſt------ half an hour: 
That, to vex her good man, ſhe took this way to 


teaze him; 


But ſoon left it off when ſbe found it would pleaſe 


him: 


And vow'd, for the future, ſhe'd make the houſe 


| rin 3 ; 
For when ſhe was dumb, he did nothing but ſing. 
Quite tir'd with their talking, I held down my 
;  -* Head: | | 
So ſhe who lat next me, cry'd out I was dead. 
'They call'd for cold water to throw in my face: 
% Give her air, give her air----and cut open her 
ace.” | 
Says good neighbour Newil, you're out of your 
wits; h 
She oft, to my knowledge, has theſe ſullen fits: 
Let her huſband come in, and make one ftep that's 
wrong, 
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You'll ſoon be convinc do my conſcience hes 
here 
« Why what's all this rout? Are you fullen, my 
e 
This ſtruck them all | Rent; which gave me ſome 
eaſe, 


And made them imagine they'd got my diſeaſe. 

So they haſted away in a terrible fright; 

And left me, in filence; to paſs the Jong 1 5 
Not the women alone were ſcar d at my fate; 


*Twas reckon'd of dreadful portent to the ſtate. 
When the ee heard it they pony 8 


troubled; 


And, whilſt I was ſleat, e guards were all 


doubled: 5:5 
The militia drums beat a perpetual alarm, 
To rouze up the ſons of the city to arm, 
A ſtory was rumour'd about form [1] Lambey, 


Of a powerful fleet, that was ſeen off at ſea. 


With horror all liſt to the terrible tale; 

The barriſters tremble, the judges grow pale; 

To the caſtle the frighted nobility fly; 

And the council were ſummon' d, they could not 
tell why; 

The clergy in crouds to the aburcher repair? 

And armies, embattled, were ſeen in the air. 


Why they were in this fright I have lately been 


told, 
It ſeems it wWas ſung by a Druid of old, 


That the Hanover race to Ereat Br ain ſhould. 


come 8 
And ſit on the throne, till a woman 1 grew 1 
As ſoon as this prophecy reach'd the Pretender, 


He cry'd out, * My claim to the crown 1 ſur- 


render: 0 


„ 
11 A ſmall [fend near Deblin. 
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SINCERITY. A Porn: 
Occaſioned by a Friend's reſenting ſome Advice 
| I gave. 
INCERITY, what are thy views? 
No more my breaſt attend. 


By thee, alas! we often loſe, 
But ſeldom gain a friend. 


No more with dang'rous zeal preſume 
'To warn whom you efteem: | 
Be wiſe, or I foreſee your doom; 
Impertinence you'll ſeem. 
lf , 
ſs A thouſand ills from thee Tve found; 
A thouſand more!] fear. | 
In worlds like this, ſhould-you abound? 
What buſineſs have you. here? 
IV. 5 
But if you ſtill muſt haunt my breaſt, 
To deſarts we'll repair; 
Or ſeek the manſions of the bleſt; 
They know your value there. 


Written for my Son, and ſpoken by him in Schoel, 


upon his Maſter's firſt bringing in a Rod. 


EW) UR maſter, in a fatal hour, 
110 () Brought in. this Rod, to ſhew his pow'r.. 
O dreadful birch! O baleful tree! 
Ihou inſtrument of tyranny !: 
Thou deadly damp to youthful joys! 
'The fight of thee our peace deſtroys. 
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Not Damocles, with greater dread, 


Beheld the weapon o'er his head, 


That [i] ſage was ſurely more diſcerning, 


Who taught to play us into learning, 
* By-graving letters om the dice: 


May heav'n reward the kind device, 


And crown him with immortal fame, 
Who taught at once to-read and game! 


[2] Take my advice; pruſue that rule; 


. You'll make a fortune by your ſchool. 
Tou'll ſoon have all the elder brothers. 
And be the darling of their mothers. 


. O may Ilive to hail the day, 


þ When boys ſhall go to ſchool to play! 
| To grammar rules we'll bid defiance; 


For. play will then become a ſcience. 


To his Grace the Duke of CHAN DOs. 


ERE princes grac d with ſouls like thine, 
Princes had ſtill been deem'd divine. 


uch merit as we find in thee, 

© Firſt introduc'd idolatry; | 

When an excelling form and mind, 
Delighting, had miſled mankind; 

© Inſpiring with an awful ſenſe 

Of infinite beneficence. 


Were kings elective, realms would ſue, 


© Contending to be ſway d by you. 
© Yet, tho' no 1 1 throne is thine, 
. Thou haſt nor 


aſon to repine; 


155 


Since heav'n, that gave the monarch's heart. 


3 


Beſtow'd thee far the nobler part. 


I 1 
*y 
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12 


See Locke upon Education. 
} Bowing to his maſter. 
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Concluſion of a Letter to the Rev, Mr. C-----. | 


7 IS time to conclude; for I make it a rule 
To leave off all ap. when Con. comes 
from ſchool. 
He diſlikes what Pve written, and ſays I had better 
To ſend what he calls a poetical letter. 
To this I reply'd, you are out of your wits; 
A letter in verſe would put him in fits; 
He thinks it a crime in a woman to read---== 
Then what would he ſay ſhould your ae ate 
ceed? 
I pity poor Barber, his wife's ſo romantic: 


A letter in rhime!--- Why, the woman is frantic! 


This reading the Poets bas quite turn'd her head! 
On my life, ſhe ſhould have a dark room and ftraw 
bed. 


often heard ſay, that St. Patrick took Care, 


No poiſonous creature ſhould live in this air; 

He only regarded the body, I find; 

But Plato conſider'd who poiſon'd the mind. | 

Would har follow his precepts, who My at 1h 
he m, } 

And drive poetaſters from out of the dt; 

Her huſband has ſurely a terrible life; 

There's nothing I dread, like a verſe-writing wife: 

Defend me, ye powers, from that fatal curſe; 

Which muſt heighten the plagues of Jr. better for 
worſe! 

May I have a wife that will duſt her own floor; ; 
And not the fine minx recommended by [1] More. 
(That he was a dotard, is granted, I hope, 
Who dy'd for aſſerting the rights of the Pope.) 


[1] See Sir Thomas More's Advice to bis Can. 
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If ever I marry, Tl chuſe me a ſpouſe, 
That ſhall ſerve and obey, as ſhe's bound by her 


VOWS; 


That ſhall, when I'm drefling, attend like a valet; 


B Then go to the kitchen, and ſtudy my palate, 
»3 She has wiſdom enough, that keeps out of the dirt, 
And can make a good pudding, and cut out a ſhirt. 
er What good's in a dame that will pore on a book? 
© No!---Give me the wife that ſhall ſave me a cook. 
” Thus far J had written---Then turn'd to my ſon, 
To give him advice, ere my letter was done. 
My lon, ſhould you marry, look out for a wife, 
c- That's fitted to lighten the labours of life. 
hee fure, wed a woman you thoroughly know, 
And ſhun, above all things, a houſewifely ſhrew; 
That would fly to your ſtudy, with fire in her looks, 
And aſk what you got by your poring on books; 
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And to peace and good humour bid open defiance, 
Avoid the fine lady, whoſe beauty's her care; 
Who ſets a high price on her ſhape, and her air; 
Mo in C. 2fs, and in viſits, employs the whole day; 
And longs for the ev'ning, to fit down to play. 
Chuſe a woman of wiſdom, as well as good 
Y breeding, | | SE 
With a turn, at leaſt no averſion, to reading: 
In the care of her perſon, exact and refin'd; 
fe: et ſtill, let her principal care be her mind: 
Who can, when her family cares give her leiſure, 


Withs n | 
for © Without the dear cards, paſs an ev ning with plea- 


© ſure; , 
A In forming her children to virtue and knowledge, 


007 Og f 
_ Nor truſt, for that care, to a ſchool, or a college: 
. . $0280 


I To deſpiſe, or neglect, her domeſtick affairs: 
Nor think her leſs fitted for doing her duty, 


by knowing its reaſons, its uſe, and its beauty. 


> Think dreſſing of dinner the height of all ſcience, 


By learning made humble, not thence taking airs, 
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181 When you gain her affection, take care to pre- 
1 ſerve it, | | 
Leſt others preſuade her, you do not deſerve it, 
Still ſtudy to heighten the joys of her life; 
Ae Nor treat her the worſe, for her being your wife. 
1 If in judgment ſhe errs ſet her right, without pride: 
TR Tis the province of inſolent fools, to deride. 
1 A huſband's firſt praiſe, is a Friend and Protector: 
| Then change not theſe titles, for Tyrant and 
| Hector. | 
Let your perſon be neat, unaffectedly clean, 
'Tho' alone with your wife the whole day you re- 
main. | 
Chuſe books, for her ſtudy, to faſhion her mind, 
wit To emulate thoſe who excell'd of her kind. 
Bil Be religion the principal care of your life, 
U As you hope to be bleſt in your children and wife; 
ij So you, in your marriage, ſhall gain its true end; 
T And find, in your wife, a Companion and Friend. 


JUPITER and FORT UNE. 4 Fax. 


9 E Jupiter, from out the ſkies, 

Beheld a thouſand temples rife; 

The goddeſs Fortune all invok d, 

To Fove an altar ſeldom ſmok' d: 

The god reſolv'd to make inſpection, 

ien What had occaſion'd this defection; 

I And bid the goddeſs tell the arts, 

© By which ſhe won deluded hearts. 

My arts! (ſays ſhe) great Joe, you know, 

1 That I do ev'ry thing below: 

4 | {hh I make my vot'ries dine on plate: 

n I give the gilded coach of ſtate; 
190 Beſtow the glitt' ring gems, that deck 

Ne The fair Lavinia's lovely neck; 
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I make Novella nature's boaſt, 
And raiſe Valeria to a toaſt; 

'Tis I, who give the ſtupid, taſte, 
(Or make the poets lie, at leaſt); * 
My fav'rite ſons, whene'er they pleaſe, f 
C.aan palaces in deſarts raiſe, | | 
= Cut outcanals, make fountains play, 
And make the dreary waſte look gay; 
Eu vice ſeems virtue by my ſmiles; 
Izgild the villain's gloomy wiles, 

Nay, almoſt raiſe him to a god, 

While crowded levees wait his nod. 
Enough-----the thunderer reply d; 

But ſay, whom have you fatisfy'd? 
Theſe boaſted gifts are thine, I own; 
But know, content 1s mine alone. 


A Letter to a Friend, on occaſion of ſome LIBELs 
| written againſt him. 


E - A in ſome wealthy, trading town, 
1 Where riches raiſe to ſure renown, 
” The man with ample ſums in ſtore, _ 
More thanenough, yet wanting more, 
= Bent on abundance, firſt ſecures 
is rails, his windows, and his doors 
With many a chain, and bolt, and pin, 
© To keep rogues out, and riches in; 
© Ranges his iron cheſts in vier,, 
And paints his window-bars with blue; | | 
Diſcounts your notes, receives your rents, = 
A banker now, to all intents | 1 
Suppoſe his more ſucceſsful labours | | 7 
Should raiſe him high above his neighbours: | vi 
As ſure, as if Apollo ſaid it, 1 
|  They!ll all combine to blaſt his credit: 
. — 9 . 
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But if, in ſolid wealth ſecure, 

Their vain aſſaults he can endure; 

Their malice but augments his gain, 

And ſwells the ſtore 1t meant to drain. 
'The caſe in ev'ry point's the ſame, 

In funds of wealth, and funds of fame: 

'Tho' you're ſecur'd by ev'ry fence 

Of ſolid worth, and wit, and ſenſe; 

{n vain are all your utmoſt pains, 

Your vritue's bars, and wiſdom's chains; 

Nor worth, nor wit, nor ſenſe, combin'd. 

Can bar the malice of the mind, | 
The firmeſt, and the faireſt fame 

Is ever envy's ſureſt aim: 

But if it ſtand her rage, unmov'd, 

Like gold in fiery furnace prov'd; 

Unbiaſs'd truth, your virtues friend, 

Will more exalt you in the end. 


A Letter for my Son to one of his Schoolfelloaus, 


Son to HERVY ROSE, E/. 


| ot Roſe, as I lately va wig ſome verſe, 

| Which I next day intended in ſchool to re- 
hearſe, 

My Mother came in, and I though ſhe'd run wild: 

«« This Mr. Mackmullen has ruin d my child: 

« He uſes me ill, and the world ſhall know it; 

« ſent you to Latin, he makes you a Poet: 

« A fine way of training a ſhopkeeper's ſon! 


« ?Twould better become him to teach you to dun; 


Let him teach both his wit and his rhyming to 
FE | 
And give you ſome leſſons to help to ſell cloaths: 
„He'll have an eſtate, and 'twill do very well, 
«© That he, like his father, in arts ſhould excel; 


3 
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But for you, if your father will take my advice, 
« He'll ſend you no more, till he lowers his price: 
A guinea a quarter! 'tis monſtrouſly dear!------ 
*« You might learn to dance for four guineas a year: 
« then fir, tell your Maſter, that theſe are hard 
times; 
And paper's too dear to be waſted in rhymes: 
„ll teach you a way of employing it better; 
% As, July the fifteenth, Lord Levington debtor : 
« You may rhyme till you're blind, what ariſe» 
from thence? 
«« But debtor and creditor brings in the pence: 
«« Thoſe beggarly Muſes but come for a curſe: 
But give me the wit, that puts gold in the purſe. 
From what ſhe then told me, I plainly diſcern, 
What different leſſons we ſcholars muſt learn. 
You're happy, dear Roſe, for as far as I find, 
Youv'e nothing to do, but embelliſh your mind. 
What different taſks are aſſign'd us by fate! 
"Tis yours to become, mine to get an eſtate. 
Then, Roſe, mind your learning, whatever you do; 
For J have the eaſier taſk of the two. 


| | Apology to Dr. CLavtoN, Biſhop of Killala, and his 
' Lady, who had promiſed to dine with the Author. 


Y lord of Killala, I find to my ſorrow, 

I can't have the honour I hop'd for, to- 

morrow. 
But why I'm fo wretched, my [1] friend muſt re- 
hearſe; 

For I never can write my vexations in verſe. 
Diſappointments are ſent to poor mortals to ſhow, 
Lis in vain to expect to be happy below. 


[1] The Lady who delivered the Apology, May 
2, 1730. 8 | 
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Vet you've a fair proſpect, it muſt be confeſs'd, 

Who with fortune, and ſtation, and Delia are 
bleſs'd; 

With Delia, whoſe ſoul is ſo fitted for you, 

Who ſhares, with ſuch pleaſure, the good which 

you do; 

Who elle your See with far other deſigns 

Than 1 your rent- rolls, and raiſing your 

nes 
No longer let Rome her old argument boaſt, 

That by marriage the end of the prieſthood is loſt; 

That toil'd and entangled in famil cares, 

The clergy forget chew celeſtial affairs: 

For, had ſhe known Delia, ſhe muſt have confeſt, 

That the += mak in the marriage of prelates was 
ble 


APOLLO ED 


TR snow our royal care: 

We lately fix*d our [1] vice-roy there. 
How near was ſhe to be undone, 
Till pious love inſpir'd her ſon! 
What cannot our vice-gerent do, 
As Poet, and as Patriot too? 
Let his ſucceſs our ſubjects ſway 
Our inſpirations to obey: 
Let beaten paths no more be trac'd; 
But ſtudy to correct your taſte. 

No ſimile ſhall be begun 
With riſing, or with ſetting ſun; 
And ehe ſecret eg of 25 
Be ever baniſh'd from your tfle. 

When wretched lovers live on air, 
In pity the Chameleon ſpare! 


[1] Dr. Swift. 
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And when you'd make a hero grander, 
Forget he's like a Salamander. 

o ſon of mine ſhall dare to ſay 
Aurora __ in the day. 

You all agree, I make no doubt, 
The Prophet's Mantle's quite worn out. 

The Bird of Fove ſhall toil no more, 
To teach the humble Mren to ſoar. 

Your tragic heroes ſhall not rant, 
Nor ſhepherds uſe poetic cant. 
Simplicity alone can grace 
'The manners of the rural race. 

When Damon's ſoul ſhall take it's flight; 
(Tho' poets have the ſecond fight) 
No trail of light ſhall upwards riſe, 
Nor a new ſtar adorn the ſkies: 

For who can hope to place one there, 
So glorious as [I] Belinda's hair? 

Yet, if his name you eternize, 

And muſt exalt him to the ſkies; 
Without a ſtar it may be done 

So T ickell mourn'd his Addiſon. 

If Anna's happy reign you praiſe, 
Say not a word of Halcyon- days: 
| Nor let my vot'ries ſhew their ſkill 
In apeing lines from Cooper s-Hill; 
For know, I cannot bear to hear 
The mimickry of deep, yet clear. 

Whene'er my vice-roy is addreſs'd, 
Againſt the Phenix I proteſt, 

When [2] Kelly's beauties you ſurvey. 
Forget they're like the Milky Way. 

When Poets ſoar in youthful ſtrains, 
No Phaetan to hold the reigns. 


J 


[1] Rape of the Lock. 
[2] Mrs, Frances-Arabella Kelly 
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Cupid ſhall ne er miſtake another, 
Not ev'n [I] Eliza, for his mother ; 
Nor ſhall his darts at random fly 
From magazines in Rochford's eye. 

When [2] Boyle's exalted genius ſhines, 
Diſtinguiſh'd in your nobleſt lines; 
With his own worth your patron grace, 
And let Mæcenas ſleep in peace. 

When you deſcribe a lovely girl, 

No coral lips, or teeth of pearl. 

With women compounds I am cloy'd, 

Which only pleas'd in Biddy Floyd. 

For foreign aid what need they roam, 

Whom fate hath amply bleſs'd at home? 

Onerring heav'n, with bounteous hand, 
Has form'd a model for your land; | 

Whom Tove endow'd with ev'ry grace, 

'The glory of the Granard race; 

Now deftin'd, by the pow'rs divine, 

The bleſling of another line. 

Then would you paint a matchleſs dame, 

And raiſe her to immortal fame; 

Invoke not Cytherea's aid, | 

Nor borrow from the blue-ey'd maid, 

Nor need you on the Graces call; 

Take qualities from [3] Donegal. 


2 


Occaſioned by ſeeing ſome J. erſes written by Mrs. 
GRIERSON, wpon the Death of her Son. 


"THIS mourning mother can with eaſe explore I 
The arts of Latium, and the Grecian ſtore: WU T 
Was early learn'd, nay more, was early wife; Ar 


And knew the pride of ſcience to deſpiſe; 


1] Mrs. Elizabeth Penifeather. 
2) John Earl af Orrery. 
3] The Counteſs Dowager Donegal. 
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Left men to take aſſuming airs from thence; 
And ſeem'd unconſcious of ſuperrior ſenſe. 
Yet, ah! how vain to guard the ſoul, we ſee, 
Are the beſt precepts of philoſophy! 
See nature triumph o'er the boaſted art, 
Ev'n in a Solon's and png mr oO 
See how ſhe mourns her ſon's untimely doom, 
And pours her woes o'er the relentleſs tomb. 
Soften, kind heav'n, her ſeeming rigid fate, 
With frequent viſions of his bliſsful ſtate: 
Oft let the guardian angel of her ſon 
Tell her, in faithful dreams, his taſk 1s done; 
Shew, how he kindly led her lovely boy 
To realms of peace, and never-fading joy. 
Then, for a while reverſe his happy fate; 
She him ſtill here, ſtill in this wretched ſtate: 
| Shew the falſe world, ſeducing him from truth; 
And paint the flipp'ry, dang'rous paths of youth: 
Shew him, 1n riper years, beſet with ſnares, 
Weary'd with ſtruggling thro' unnumber'd cares: 
Convey him thence to life's remoteſt ſtage, 
To feel the dire calamities of age; — 
Oppreſs d with ſorrows, with diſtempers torn, 1 
Or rack d with 2 much harder to be borne. 6 
N 
| 
| 


Raiſe the diſtreſs; and let her darling care, 

Diſtracted in the horrors of deſpair, 

The dreadful ſcene of judgment op'ning ſee, 

And, trembling, plunge into eternity. 
Then aſk "a would ſhe call him down from if 

bliſs | 1 

To hazard ſuch a diſmal doom as this? | ww 

That the may learn to be reſign'd from thence, 

| And 2 guardian 1 that ſnatch'd him 

| | ence. | 
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The OAK and its BRANCHES. 4 Parr. 
Occaſioned by ſeeing a dead Oak, beautifully en- 


compaſſed with Ivy. 


A Oak, with ſpreading branches crown'd, 


Beheld an Ivy on the ground, 
_ Expos'd to every trampling beaſt, 
That roam'd around the dreary waſte. 
The Tree of Jowe, in all his ſtate, 
With pity view'd the Ivy's fate; 
And kindly told her, ſhe ſhould find 
Security around his rind: 
Nor was that only his intent, 
But to beſtow ſome nouriſhment. 
The branches ſaw, and griv'd to ſee 
Some juices taken from the tree. 
Parent, ſay they, in angry tone, 
Your ſap ſhould nouriſh us alone: 
Why ſhould you nurſe this ſtranger plant, 
With what your ſons, in time, may want? 
May want to raiſe us high in air, 
And make us more diftinguiſh'd there. 
Tis well------ the parent-tree reply'd; 
Muſt I, to gratify your pride, 
A& only with a narrow view 
Of doing good to none but you? — 
Know, ſons, tho' Jowve hath made me great, 
I am not ſafe from ſtorms of fate. 
Is it not prudent then; I pray, 
Fo guard againſt another day? 
Whilſt Pm alive, you crown my head; 
This graces me alive, and dead. 
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On ſending my Son as a Preſent to Dr. Swirr, 
Dean of St. Patrick's on his Birth-Day. 


Curious ſtatue, we are told, 
Is priz d above its weight in gold; 
If the fair form the hand confeſs 
Of [1] Phidias, or Phraxiteles: 
But if the artiſt could inſpire 
The ſmalleſt ſpark of heav'nly fire, 
3 Tho' but enough to make it walk, 
Salute the Company, or talk; 
This would advance the price ſo high, 
What price were rich enough to buy? 
Such if Hibernia could obtain, 
& She ſure would give it to the Dean: 
So to her patriot ſhould ſhe pay 
Her thanks upon his natal day. 
A richer preſent I deſign, 
A finiſh'd form, of work divine, 
 Surpaſling all the power of art, 
| A thinking head, and grateful heart, 
An heart, that hopes, one day, to ſhow | 
| How much we to the Drapier owe. [| 
| Kings could not fend a nobler gift; ty 
A meaner were unworthy Swift. 1 


STELLA and FLAVIA. 


TELLA and Flivia, ev'ry hour, = 

: Unnumber'd hearts ſurprize: 1 
In Szella's ſoul lies all her pow'r, | 1 
And Flawia's in her eyes. 4 


{ 
[1] Tavo famous Statuaries. | 
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More boundleſs Flawia's conqueſts are, 
And Stella's more confin'd: 

All can diſcern a face that's fair, 
But few a lovely mind. 


Stella, like Britain's monarch, reigns 
Oeer cultivated lands; | | 
Like Eaftern tyrants Flavia deigns 

To rule o'er barren ſands. 


Then boaſt, fair Flavia, boaſt your face, 
| Your beauty's only ſtore: 
Your charms will ev'ry day decreaſe, 
Each day gives Sella more. 


An Apology for the CLERGVY. who were preſent 
when the Miniſter of the Pariſh read Prayers 
and preached twice in one Day, at Tunbridge. 1 


Written at the requeſt of a Layman. 


ö In c 
0 F OW well theſe Laymen love to gibe, 3 
ö And throw their jeits on Lewi's tribe! ; Thi 
Muſt One be toil'd to death, they cry, = 
| Whilſt other prieſts re yawning by; Ah 
Forgetful that He reaps the gain, | Wh 

Why ſhould They waſte their lungs in vain? 3 

When men were weak enough to prize The 

The Chriſtian ſcheme, as good and wiſe, | ut 

To think there was an heav'n and hell; : 7 

To pray and preach did very well: Wh. 

When mortals look d beyond the grave, | TM 

A prieſt, for Conſcience ſake, might ſlave: " Wy f 

But in this learned realm and age, ; N00 

Where Faith is beaten off the 8 ; Ren 


This happy realm, where Reaſon reigns, 
And ſcorns to drag Religion's chains; 


Mas. B ARB E R. 35 


Where free-born Britons, ev'ry day, 
Sit down to feaſt, and riſe to play;” 
And, ſince their Money buys their meat, 
Won't thank their God for what they eat. 
Where ev'n ſome chaplains fill their place 
Politely, without ſaying grace: 
If here, (where Reaſon ſwells ſo high 

It dares all other pow'rs defy) 

| The prieſts are, like the Laymen, wiſe, 
Nor hope Rever/ons in the ſkies: 

Why ſhould they deign to preach, or pray, 
For any View but preſent Pay? 


| Written upon the Rocks at Tunbridge, on ſeeing 
the Names of ſeveral Perſons written there. 


| LFITHER, amongſt the crouds that ſhun 
The ſmoaky town, and ſultry fun, 
| In cooling ſprings to ſeek for health, 

Or throw away ſuperfluous wealth, 

A native of Hibernia came, | 
E Thus writ her thoughts, but not her name. 
| Hither the Britons, void of care, 
A happy, free-born race, repair: 

Whilſt I, who feel a diffrent fate, 

Lament my country's wretched ſtate; 
The pitying rocks return my lays, 

| juſt emblem of the barren bays. 
Thus far------ when, lo! the god of wit, 
Who ſlightly glanc'd on what was writ, 
Suſpend, he cries, thy cares awhile: 

My Sackwille ſoon wall bleſs your iſle: 
No longer talk of barren bays; 
kemember, tis a Dorſet ſways. 
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To the Rt. Hon. the Earl of Onzeny, on his 
Promiſe to ſup with the Author. 


HO' the Muſe had deny'd me ſo often before, 
I ventur'd this day to invoke her once more. 
She aſk'd what J wanted; I ſaid, with delight, 
Your Lardſhip had promis'd to ſup here to-night; 
That on an occaſion ſo much to my honour, 


. T hop'd ſhe'd excuſe me for calling upon her. 


To this ſhe reply'd, with diſdain in her looks, 
If that be the caſe, go ſummon your cooks. 
I told her in anſwer, how little you eat! 
That in vain I ſhould hope to regale you with meat; 
That ſhe pal wit and humour to you were a 
feaſt, 


Who had, tho' no Stomach, an excellent Taſte. 


This calm'd her reſentment; ſhe paus'd for a 
while 
Then the Goddeſs, propitious, reply d with a ſmile: 
If with humour and wit you would have him de- 
lighted, 5 
What need I be call'd?-—-let the Dean be invited. 
The bug neſs is done, if with him you prevail; 
For a Boyle, and a Swift, will each other regale. 
Capel-Rreet, Dublin, 
Tan. 24, 1732. 


To Mrs. STRANGEWaYs HoRNER, with a Letter 

from my Son; wherein he defires me to accept his 

firſt Prize of Learning, conferred on him by the 
Univerſity of Dublin, 0 


() Thou, with ev'ry virtue grac'd, 
Adorn'd with wit, and ſenſe, and taſte: 
Who, with a goodneſs unconfin'd, 
Delight'® in bleſſing human-kind ; 
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Whoſe woes ſo oft thy peace deſtroy, | 
'Tis juſt, thou ſhould'ſt partake their joy: 


Then in my tranſport deign to ſhare; 


* Your 


Behold this letter from my Heir: 
There ſee the picture of a mind 

In duty, as in arts, refin'd; 

Who, in full triumph, could ſubmit 
His trophies at his parent's feet. 

So he, in Roman itory fam d, 
Who from Corioli was nam'd, 

With joy engag' d in glorious toils, 
Io glad his mother with the ſpoils: 

+ Her fon, by Roman arms, o'ercame; 
By Roman arts, mine ſoars to fame. 

| Methinks, I ſee your friendſhip riſe, 
And ſparkle in your lovely eyes. 

11 Heir! (hear you now repeat) 

| long to know of your Eſtate. 
Say 18 it an Hibernian bog, 
Where Phebus ſeldom ſhines for fog? 
Hortenſia, there he ſometimes ſhines; 
But oft'ner hides his head, and pines, 
On happier climes to look, nor ſee 
Such ditmal ſcenes of poverty; _ 
Nor ſee an iſle, by nature bleſs'd, 

| By ill-judg' d policy oppreſs'd; 

| Her trade uſurp'd by foreign lands, 

| Whilit Albion faſt ties up her hands: 
Nor ſee her ſons in ſcience ſkill'd, 
And yet her poſts by ſtrangers fill'd. 
But, ſince of my eſtate you aſk, 

| The anſwer is no eaſy ta. 

| Criticks, not lawyers, are to ſhow 
Whether my title's good, or no. 

| Ovid has long ago defin'd 


| What lands are to the Muſe aſlign'd: 
zi x 
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Tis but a barren ſoil, tis true, ; : 
Not ſuch as heav'n beſtow'd on you; | WM 
(Yet, miſer-like, our lands you ſeize, 1 
And win, but will not wear, the bays:) A 
A ſteep, a ſlipp'ry, dang'rous hill, DE 7 
Which we, alas! are climbing ſtill; _ = 
Still think there's better land up higher, = 4 
Which all would gain, but few acquire. * 

If low or beaten paths we trace, * 
We're deem'd an abjeQ, grov'ling race: * 
And oft, when we attempt to ſoar, 8 Z 
We miſs our aim, and fall the lower: DB 
Tho ſome, by magic numbers, found.  _ E > 
The art to gain the higheſt ground; q 
Let moſt of thoſe, alas! we know, 
Had cauſe to wiſh they'd ſtay d below; 
Rather than be exalted there, 
To ſtarve in pure poetic air; _ 
Whilſt taſteleſs wights, in valleys fed, 
Deſpiſe the wits in want of bread. 

Yet ſometimes we in ſtory find 

An inſtance of a noble mind, _ 
That made Apollo's ſhrine it's care, | 
And bleſs d the tribe that worſhipp'd there, 
High in the deathleſs lifts of fame, 
Revere the godlike Sidneꝰs name: 
There Dorſet, and Southampton, view: 
And there the Poets Montagu. 
Eliza paid her Spenſer's toi 
With acres of Hibernian ſoil: 
And now illuftrious Caroline 

| Reſolves to raiſe the drooping Nine; 

With pleaſure ſaw he ab Ting, ind 
Studious to cultivate his mind; 
And deign'd to ſmile on [1] rural lines, 
Where © ack native beauty ſhines. 


[1] Duck's poems. 
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For you were engag d by the rich and the great. 
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ee I revere your [1] friend: 

May bleſſings on her head deſcend, 
Who made a peaſant's merit known, 
And plac'd the poor before the throne: 
Thus imitates the pow'r divine, 
And proves her ſoul ally'd to thine. 


An Invitation to EDwWaRD WALTOoILE, Eſq. upon. 
hearing he was landed in Dublin. 


HEN I heard you were landed, I flew to the 
Nine, . - 

Intreating their aid to invite you to dine. 

They told me, I came on that errand too late; 


Already! faid I; they were ſpeedy indeed: 

However PIl try, and I hope to ſucceed, _ 

"Thoſe creatures of power, who your levee attend, 

If your father were out, their congees would end: 

Tho' your perſonal merit is great, tis allow'd; | 

*Tis the ſon of the ſtateſman that weighs with the 

„„ | | | 

expect not a place, nor hope for a penſion, 

The love of the Muſe is my only pretenſion. 

Thate to abuſe---and I never can flatter: 

{ write for no party, nor either beſpatter.  _ 
From the lands of Parnaſſus the rents are ill paid, 

And England has cruelly cramp'd us in trade: 

90 look not for china, or ſervice of plate, 

Or ought that is coſtly, to tempt you to eat. 

Yet a way to engage you I think I have hit on: 

I mean, to remember our friends in Great-Britain. 

Two bottles of wine, and two diſhes Til give: 

Then fly om the crouds that appreſs you and 

live. 


[1] Mrs. Clayton. 
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The firſt glaſs ſhall welcome you, fir, to our coaſt; 


And dear Lady [1] Conway ſhall be my next Toaſt. 


With mirth, and good humour, T1l make up the 
treat; 
I know you're too wiſe to love dining in ſtate. 


To the Rt. Hon. Jon BARBER, Eſq. Lord Mayor 


of London, on committing one of my Sons to his 
Care. „„ | 


53 O the late king of Britain a ſavage was brought, 
Which wild in the woods of Germania was 
| caught. | 1 „„ 
This preſent ſo princely was train'd up with care; 
And knew how to eat, and to jump, and to ſtare: 
The beaux, and the belles, beheld it with joy; 


And atcourt the high mode was to ſee the wild boy. 


Reflecting on this, with a politic view, 


I determin'd to ſend ſuch a preſent to you. 


In the wilds of Hibernia this boy was beſet, 

And caught (as the natives are there) in a net: 
The creature has fenſe, and, in my eyes, is pretty, 
With talents to make a good man in the city; 
Induftrious, and orderly, prudent, and ſmart, 
And not too much conſcience, nor too little art; 
Not ſcrup'lous, but honeſt, a heart ſet on gain, 
Whoſe higheſt ambition is fix d on the chain. 
From you may he copy to wear it with glory; 


| Like you, in return-----be honour'd in ſtory. 


September 29, 1737 


[1] Charlotte, Lady Conway. 
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 Adivce to the LADIES at Bath. 
| Written by a Lady. 


E heedleſs fair, who trifle life away, 
Let either [1] Brownlow ſet your notions 
righte- 
. like the daughter, innocently gay; 
Or, like the , prudent and polite... 


I | Toa Lapy, who 4 herſelf on ſpeaking has 


Mind in a blunt Manner, which ſhe called being 
ſincere. 


IW ELL you ribs display, 


A virtue wond'rous rare! 
. value, tho the world ſhould ſay, 
| You're rude, ſo you're fincere, 
To be fincere, then, give me leave; 
i And I will frankly own, 
| Since you but this one virtue have, 
: Twere better you had nane. 


| TP 1 3 commanded me 4 ſend her OH 
E Account, in Verſe, how I ſucceeded in my Sub- 
ſeription. 


Ie. I ſucceed, you kindly aſk; 
Yet ſet me © grievous taſk, 
When you oblige me to rehearſe 
The cenſures paſt upon my verſe. 


Fi ] Lady Elizabeth Brownlow, and her Daugh- 
855 now Lady Veſey. 2 3 
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Tho' I with pleaſure may relate 
That many, truly good, and great, 
With candid eye my lines ſurvey, 

And ſmile upon the artleſs lay; | 
To thoſe with grateful heart I bend---- 
But your commands I muſt attend. 

Servilla cries, I hate a Wit; + 
Women ſhould to their fate ſubmit, _ 
Should in the needle take delight; 
Tis out of character to write: 

She may ſucceed among the men; 


They tell me, Swift ſubſcribes for ten; 


And ſome ſay, Dorſet does the ſame; 

But ſhe ſhall never have my name: 

Her poetry has coſt me dear: 

When Lady Carteret was here, 

'The Widow Gordon got my guinea: 
For which I own an, a ninny. 

Olivia loſes oft at play; 

So will not throw her gold away. 

Thus Silvia, of the haughty tribe; 

She never aſk'd me to ſubſcribe, | 

Nor ever wrote a line on me, 

- was no theme for poetry! 


She rightly judg'd; I have no Taſte---- 


For Womens Poetry, at leaſt. 
Then Fulwia made this ſage reply; 
(And look d with ſelf- ſufficient eye;) 
{ oft have ſaid, and fay again, 
Verſes are only writ by men: 

I know a woman cannot write 

I do not ſay this out of ſpite; 


Nor ſhall be thought, by thoſe who know me, 


To envy one fo much below me. 
Sabina, fam'd in wiſdom's ſchool, 
Allows I write---but am a fool: 


++ What!---muſt our ſons beform'd by rhyme? 


» 4 fine Way to employ one's time!” 
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Albino has no gold to waſte, 

Far gone in the Italian Taſte: 

| He vows he muſt ſubſcribe this year, 
| To keep dear [1] Careſtini here; 
Not from a narrow party view; 

> Hedoats on [1] Senefrno too; 

© By turns their int'reſt he'll eſpouſe; 
He's for the Public Good, he vows; 
A gen'rous ardor fires his breaſt; 
Hail, Britain, in ſuch patriots bleſt! 
| Says Belvidera, ſince a wit, 

Or friend, or foe, alike will hit, 
Deliver me from wits, I ſay; _ | 
Grant heav'n, they ne'er may croſs my way! 
hgheſides, I oft have heard it hinted, 
Hier poems never will be printed: 

Her ſickneſs is a feint, no doubt, 

© To keep her book from coming out. 
Of wit, ſays Celia, Tl acquit her; 
Then archly fell into a titter. 

A female bard! Pulvillio cries; 

+ 'Tis poſſible ſhe may be wiſe; 
But J could never find it yet, 

© Tho'.oft in company we met: 

© dhe talks juſt in the common way; 
Bure wits their talents ſhould diſplay: 

© Their language ſurely ſhould be bright, 
| Before they ſhould pretend to write: 
I'll ne'er ſubſcribe for books, ſays he; 
Fore Gad, it looks like pedantry. 
High-born Belinda loves to blame; 
On criticiſm founds her fame: 
Wphene'er ſhe thinks a fault ſhe ſpies, 
How pleaſure ſparkles in her eyes! 


| [1] To famous Italian Singers, zealouſiy ſup- 
| forted by different Parties. 
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Call it not poetry, ſhe lays; | 
No----call it rhyniing, i: you pleaſe: $S 
Her numbers might adorn a ring, . I 
Or ſerve along the ſtreets to ſing: ; 
Stella and Flawia's well enough; \ 
What elſe I ſaw was ſtupid ſtuff, \ 
Nor love nor ſatire in the Jays, ( 
Inſipid! neither pain nor pleaſe: v 
I promis'd once to patronize her; Y 
But on reflection, I was wiſer: EY 
Vet I ſubſcrib'd among the reſt; IC 

J love to carry on a jeſt. 10 
Belinda thus her anger ſhows, . Ai 
Nor tells the world, from whence it flows: T 
With more ſucceſs to wound my lays, M. 
She gilds the dart with other praiſe: | EW, 
To her own breaſt I leave the fair, | E To 
Convinc'd I ſtand acquitted there. | Th 
Amanda, your commands, you ſee, Th 
Though grievous, are obey'd by me. 
What my friends told me had been ſaid, 

Juſt as it came into my head, 

No matter for the place or time, 

To ſhew your pow'r I tag with rhyme. 
Nou let ſome news ſalute your ear, 
Though I have wearied you, I fear: _ 
Know, has vengeance vow'd, 
And in the Furies temple we 

He but ſuſpends his wrath, he ſays, 

Till he can criticiſe my lays. 

Malice, thy rancour I expect, 

And ſhall return it----with neglect. 

Go on, diſplay your treaſur'd rage; 
Invectives ſhall not blot my page: 

What real faults you note, PIl mend: 
Proceed, your efforts I attend; _ 

Taught early, Dryden, by thy ſong, | 

« They ne'er forgive, who do the wrong.” 


Mas. BARBER. 
Now to the Muſe I bid adieu; 
Nor rail at her, as Poets do; 
Protected by the good and great, 
Il not repine, but bleſs my fate. 
Lou, Madam, who your ſex adorn, 
Who malice and detraction ſcorn, 
Who with ſuperior ſenſe are bleſs'd, 
Of every real worth poſleſs'd; 
With eye indulgent view my lays: 
| You know to blame, but love to praiſe: 
Lou know my faults, and know beſide, 
l Iwant not to be mortify'd. 
One merit I preſume to boaſt, 
And dare to plead but one at moſt: 
The Muſe I never have debas d; 
My lays are innocent at leaſt; 
Were ever ardently deſign d 
| To mend and to enlarge the mind. 
This muſt be own'd a virtuous aim. 
The praiſe of wit let others claim. 
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1 


MISTRESS APHRA BEHN, 


As deſcended from a good family in the 
city of Canterbury. She was born in 

the reign of Charles the Firſt, but in 

what year is not known. Her father's name was 
Tohnſon, whoſe relation to Lord Willough y en- 
gaged him, for the ſake of the poſt of Lieutenant 
General of Surinam and the thirty-ſix iſlands, to 
undertake a voyage with his whole family to the 
Weſft-Indies, at which time our Poeteſs was very 
young. Mr. Johnſon died at fea, but his family 
arrived at Surinam. Here our Poeteſs became ac- 
quainted with the ſtory and perſon of the Ameri- 


can Prince Oro0n0ko, whoſe adventures ſhe has fo 


feelingly and elegantly deſcribed in the celebrated 
novel of that name, upon which Mr. Southern has 
built his Tragedy of Oroonoko. Her intimacy with 
Oroonoko was ſo remarkable as even to occaſion 
ſome reflections on her character, which is vindi- 
cated in the account of her life written by a female 


friend, and prefixed to her Novels. 


After ſome ſtay at Surinam our Poeteſs returned 


to London, and was married to Mr. Behn, a mer- 


chant there, but of Dutch extraction. This mar- 
riage gave her an opportunity of appearing with 
advantage at court; where ſhe was ſo well received, 


that ſhe was even thought a proper perſon to be 


intruſted with the management of ſome important 
affairs during the Dutch war, which occaſioned 


her going into Flanders and reſiding at Antaverp. 
Here 
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Here by means of a political intrigue with a Dutch- - 
man, whom her life-writer calls Vander Albert, ſhe 
| diicovered the deſign formed by the Dutch, of ſail- 
ing up the river Thames, and burning the Engliſb 
ſhips in their harbours, which ſhe communicated to 
the court of England; but her intelligence, though 
well grounded, as appeared by the event, being 
only laughed at and ſlighted, the laid aſide all fur- 
ther thoughts of ſtate- affairs, and amuſed herſelf 
during her ſtay at Antwerp with the gallantries of 
„The account that ſhe herſelf gives of her adven- 
tures: there is very humourous, In a letter to a 
friend ſhe writes thus, My other lover is about 
s twice Albert's age, nay and bulk too, the Albert 
be not the moſt Barbary ſhape you have ſeen, you 
„ muſt know him by the name of Van Bruin; he 
- « avas introduced to me by Albert his Rinſman, and 
was obliged by him to furniſh me in his abſence, 
” « with what money and other things I ſhould pleaſe 
e to command, or have occafion for. This old fel- 
Joo. had not vifited me often, before I began to be 
ſenſible of the influence cf my eyes upon this old 
piece of touchwood; but he had not-confidence to 
tell me he loved me, and modeſtly you know is no 
common fault of bis countrymen. He often in- 
ſinuated that he knew a man of ſubſtance, though 
d friken indeed in years, who was paſſionately in 
| © love with me, and deſired to know whether my 
Heart was ſo far engaged that his friend ſhould 
not entertain any hapes. I replied that I was 
 & ſurpriſed to hear a friend of  Albert's making an 
© © intereſt in me for another, and that if lowe.awere 
© © 2 paſſion I was any way ſenſible of, it could never 
be for an old man. But all this would not do, in 
© a day or twol received this eloquent epiſtle from 
bim. Here Mrs. Behn inſerts a tranſlation of 
Vor. I. 8 E Vun 
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Van Bruins letter, which was-written in 4 moſt 


_ ridiculous ſtile, telling her he had often ſtrove to 


reveal to her the tempeſt of his heart, and with 


his own mouth ſcale the walls of her affections; 


but terrified with the ſtrength of her fortifications, 
he concluded to make more regular approaches, 
to attack her at a farther diſtance, and try firtt 
what a bombardment of letters would do; whe- 
ther theſe carcaſes of love thrown into the ſconces 
of her eyes, would break into the midſt of her 


breaſt, beat down the outguard of her averſion, 


and blow up the magazine of her cruelty, that ſhe 


might be brought to a capitulation, and yield upon 


reatonable terms.---He then confiders her as a 
goodly ſhip under fail for the Indies; her hair is 
the penants, her forehead the prow, her eyes the 


guns, her noſe the rudder. He withes he could 


once ſee her keel above water, and deſires to be 
her pilot, to ſteer through the Cape of good Hope, 
to the Indies of Lowe. 8 | 
Our ingenious Poeteſs ſent him a ſuitable an- 
fwer to this truly ridiculous and Dutchman-like 


epiſtle. She rallies him for ſetting out in ſo unpro- 


table a voyage as love, and humourouſly reckons 
ep the expences of the voyage; as ribbons, and 


| hoods for her penants, diamond rings, lockets, 


and pearl necklaces for her guns of otfence, and 
defence, ſilks, holland, lawn, cambrick, &c. for 


her rigging. 


Mrs. Behn tells us the diverted herſelf with Van 
Bruin in Albert's abſence, till he began to be trou- 
bleſome, ſo that to rid herſelf of him, ſhe was for- 
ced to diſcloſe the whole affair to Albert, who was 
!'0 enraged that he threatened the death of his ri- 
val, but he was pacified by his miſtreſs, and con- 
tent to upbraid the other for his treachery, and 
forbid kim the houſe; but this, ſays Mrs. Behn. 
- treduced a wery droll ſcene, for my Neſtorian 


” — — a« 1 a _, 


( $1 ] 
« over wer!d not give ground to Albert, but cha?- 
« lenged him to ſmeker-ſnee for me, anda thouſand 
„things as comical; in ſhort, nothing but my pofi- 


ide command could ſatisfy him, and on that he 


« promiſed no more to trouble me. Sure as he thought 
« himſelf of me, he was thunder-ſlruck when he 
« heard me not only forbid him the houſe, but ridi- 
« cule all his addreſſes to his rival Albert: with a 
„ countenance full of deſpair, he went away no! 
only from my lodgings, but the next day from 
% Antwerp.” 
The authoreſs of her life has given us a farther 
account of her affairs with Albert, in which ſhe con- 
trived to preſerve her honour, without injuring 


her gratitude. There was a woman at Antwerp, 


who had often warned Mrs. Behn of Alberts in- 


conſtancy, aſſuring her he never loved after enjoy- 


ment, and ſometimes changed even before; of 
which ſhe herſelf was an e Albert having 
married her, and deſerted her on the wedding- 
night. Our Poeteſs took the opportunity of her 


acquaintance with this lady to put an honeſt trick 


upon her lover, and at the ſame time do juſtice to 
an injured woman. Accordingly ſhe made an ap- 
pointment with Albert, and contrived that the 
lady, whoſe name was Catalina, ſhould meet him 
in her ſtead. The plot ſucceeded, and Catalina, 
infinitely pleaſed with the adventure, appointed 
the next night, and the following, till at laſt he 
diſcovered the cheat, and reſoved to gratify both 
his love and reſentment, by enjoying Mrs. Behn 


even againſt her will. To this purpoſe he bribed 
an elderly woman, whom Mrs. Bebn kept out of 


charity, to put him to bed dreſt in her night-cloaths 
in her place, when Mrs. Behn was paſſing the even- 
ing in a merchant's houſe in the town. The 
merchant's ſon and his-two daughters waited on 
her home; and to conclude the evening's mirth 
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with a frolick, the young gentleman propoſed go- 
ing to bed te the old woman, and that they ſhould 
all come in with candles, and ſurpriſe them toge- 
ther. As it was agreed, ſo they did, but no ſoon- 
er was the young ipark put to bed, but he found 
himſelf accoſted with ardour, and a man's voice, 
laying, Have I now caught thee, thou malicious 
e charmer! now I'll not let thee go till thou haſt 
done me juſtice for all the wrongs thou haſt of- 


fered my _— love.” The reſt of the com- 
* 


pany were extremely ſurpriſed to find Albert in Mts. 
Behn's bed inſtead of the old woman, and Alber. 
no leſs ſurpriſed to find the young ſpark inſtead of 
Mrs. Bebn. In the concluſion, the old woman 
was diſcarded, and Albert's fury at his diſappoint- 
ment appeaſed, by a promiſe from Mrs. Behn of 
marrying him at his arrival in England; but Alber. 
returning to Holland to make preparations for his 
voyage to England, died of a fever at Amſterdam. 

Mrs. Behn, after paſſing ſome time in this man- 


ner at Antwerp, returned to London, where ſhe 
dedicated the reſt of her life to pleaſure and poetry. 


Beſides her miſcellaneous pieces in verſe, ſhe wrote 
ſeventeen plays, and ſome hiſtories and novels. 
Her wit gained her the eſteem of Mr. Dryden, Mr. 
Southern, &c. and at the ſame time the love and 
addreſſes of ſeveral gentlemen; among whom the 
was very fond of one, with whom ſhe correſpond- 
ed under the name of Lycidas but who, it ſeems, 


did not return her paſſion with equal warmth. 


Mrs. Behn died April 16, 1689, and was buried in 
the cloiſter of We/tminſter-Abby; and over her, ona 


{mall ſquare ſtone, is engrav'd the following Epitaph. 


Mrs. Ap HRA Benn died April 1689. 
Here lies a proof that wit can never be 
Defence enough againſt mortatity. 

Great Poeteſs, Of thy ſtupendous lays, 
The world admires, and the muſes praiſe. 
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F r A * 

| TO THE | 

üs L E OH LOVE 
An Account from Lander to Lycidas his friend. 


T laſt, dear Lycidas, Pl ſet thee free 
From the diſorders of uncertainty; 
Doubt's the worſt torment of a gen roug 

; : mind, | 8 | 

| Who, ever ſearching what it cannot find, 

Is roving ſtill from wearied thought to thought, 

And to no ſettled calmneſs can be brought: 

The coward's ill, who dares not meet his fate, 

| And ever doubting to be fortunate, 

| Falls to that wretchedneſs his fears create. 
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I ſhould have dy'd filent, as flowers decay, 
Had not thy friendſhip ftopt me on my way; 
That friendſhip which our infant hearts inſpir d. 
E' er them ambition or falſe love had fir'd: 


Friendſhip! which ſtill enlarg d with years and ſenſe 


Till it arriv'dito perfect excellence; 


Friendſhip! man's nobleſt buſineſs; without whom 


The outcaſt life finds nothing it can own, 

But dully dies, unknowing and unknown; 
Our ſearching thought ſerves only to impart 
It's new-gain'd knowledge to another's heart; 
The truly wiſe, and great, by friendſhip grow, 
That beſt inſtructs em how they ſhould be ſo, 
That only ſees the error of the mind, 


Which by its ſoft reproach becomes refin d: 


Friendſhip! which ev'n love s mighty pow'r con- 


trouls. 
When that but touches, this exchange: ſouls. 
The remedy.of grief, the ſafe retreat 


Of the ſcorn'd lover, and declinin ng great. | 
a 


This ſacred tye between thyſel 
Not to be alter'd by my deſtiny; 
This tye, which equal to my new deſires 
Preſerv'd itſelf amidſt love's ſofter fires, 

Obliges me, without reſerve, t impart 

To Licidas the ſtory of my heart; 
Though twill increaſe its preſent languiſhment, 
"To call to its remembrance paſt content. 

So drowning men near to their native ſhore 
(From whence they parted ne' er to viſit more) 


nd me, 


Look back and ſigh, and from that laſt adieu, | 


Suffer more pain than in their death they do; 
That grief, which J in filent calms have borne; 
It will renew, and rouſe into a ſtorm. 


— —_ — 


* WITH you, unhappy eyes! that firſt let in 


F « Let all your clouds, let all your ſhow'rs retire, 
And you, my conſtant riſing ſighs! forbear, 


| « But utter words among, that may expreſs, 
The vaſt degrees of joy and wretchedneſs. 


£ « And no kind God, nopitying power 


E 
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FF 
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And never, never ſhall return to bleſs thee more, 
Twelve times the Moon has borrow'd rays; that 


Might favour lovers ſtealths by glimmering light; 
Since | embark'd on the inconſtant ſeas 

With people of all ages and degrees, 

All well difpos'd and abſolutely bent, 

| To viſit a far country calld Content. 

| The fails were hoiſted, and the ſtreamers ſpread, 
And chearfully we cut the yielding flood; 

Calm was the ſea, and peaceful every wind, 
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To my fond heart the raging fire, 
« With you a truce I will begin, | 


And for awhile become ſerene; 


« To mix yourſelves with flying air, 


« And you my ſoul, forget the diſmal hour, 
« When'dead and eold Aminta lay, | 


«« The haſty fleeting life would ſtay; 

Forget the mad, the raving pain 

That ſeiz d thee at a ſight ſo new, FRE 
When not the wind let looſe, nor raging main. 
Was ſo deſtructive and fo wild as thou? 
Forget thou ſaw'ſt the lovely yielding maid, 
Dead in thy trembling arms „ 
Juſt in the raviſhing hour, when all her charms 
« A willing victim to thy love were laid, 

Forget that all is fled thou didſt adore, 


* 


Lad 


* 


* 


night | : 


As if the Gods had with our wiſhes joyn'd 


In the rude war no more the winds engages 
And the deſtructive waves were tir 
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To make us proſperous; all the whiſpering air 
Like lovers joys, was ſoft, and falſely fair. 

The ruffling winds were huſh'd in wanton ſleep, 
And all the weaves were ſilenc'd in the deep: 

No threat'ning clouds, no angry curl was found, 
But bright, ſerene, and ſmooth, 'twas all around: 
But yet believe falſe Iris if ſhe weep, 
Our amourous Lais will her promiſe keep, 


Before the ſea, that flatters with a calm, * 


Will ceaſe to ruin with a riſing ſtorm. 
For now the winds are rous'd, the hemiſphere 


Grows black, and frights the hardy mariner, 


The billows all into diſorder hurt d, 


As if they meant to bury all the world. 


Now each affrighted to his cabin flies, 


And with repentance loads the angry ſkies; 
Diſtracted prayers they all to heaven addreſs, 


wenn beſt knows, they think of nothing 

| els | | 

To quit their int'reſt in the world's their fear, 

Not whither- - but to go is all their care, 

And while to heav'n, their differing crimes they 
mount, ; 1 

Their vaſt diſorders double the account; 


All pray, and promiſe fair, proteſt and weep, 


And make thoſe vows they want the power to keep, 
But ſure with ſome the angry Gods were pleas d; 
For by degrees their rage and thunder ceas d: 


_ own rage; | 
Like a young raviſher, that has won the day, 
O'er-toil'd and panting, calm and breathleſs lay, 
While ſo much vigour in the encounter's loſt, 
They want the pow'r a ſecond rape to boaſt. 
The ſun in glory deigns again t' appear; 
But we who had no ſenſe, but that of tear, 
Could ſcarce believe, and leſſen our deſpair. 
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yet each from his imagin'd grave gets out, 
And with ſtill doubting eyes looks round about. 
Confirm'd they all from prayer to praiſes haſte, 
And ſoon forgot the ſenſe of dangers paſt; 
And now from the recruited top-maſt ſpy d, 
An iſland that diſcover'd nature's pride: 
To which was added, all that art could do 
Jo make it tempting and inviting too; 

All wondering gaz'd upon the happy place, 

© But none knew either where, or what it was: 
Some thought, th' inacceſſible land 't been, 
And others, that inchantment they had ſeen; 
At laſt came forth a man, who long before 
Had made a voyage to that fatal ſhore; - 
Who with his eyes declin'd, as if diſmay'd, 
At ſight of what he dreaded: Thus he ſaid, 


« ls is the coaſt of Africa, | 
ec Where all things ſweetly move; 


This is the calm Atlantic ſea, 


«© And that the Je of Love; 


« To which all mortals tribute pay, 
« Old, young, the rich and poor; 


l _«« Kings do their awful laws obey, 


« And ſhepherds do adore. 


„There's none it's forces can reſiſt, 


Or its decrees evince, 
It conquers where, and whom it liſt, 
„The cottager and prince. 


&« In entering here, the king reſigns 
„The robe and crown he wore; 
„The flave new fetters gladly joins - 


| To thoſe he dragg d before. 
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« All thither come, early or late, 
Directed by deſire, 

„Not glory can divert their fate, 
«« Nor quench the amourous fire. 


« 'The entrances on every fide, 

T' AttaQts and Beauties guard, 

The Graces with a wanton pride, 
«« By turn ſecure the ward. 


„The God of Love has tent'em darts, 
„With which they gently greet, 

« The heedleſs undefended hearts 
0 That paſs the fatal gate. 


« None Cer eſcap'd the welcom'd blow, 
« Which ne'er is ſent in vain _ 
„They kiſs the ſhaft, and bleſs the foe, 
% That gives the pleaſing pain.“ 


Thus whilſt we did this grateful ſtory learn, 

We came ſo near the ſhore as to diſcern 

The place and objects, which did ſtill appear 

More raviſhing, approaching em more near. F 
There the vaſt ſea, with a ſmooth calmneſs flows, 

As are the ſmiles on happy lovers brows: 

As peaceably as rivulets it glides, _ 

Embracing ſtill the ſhaded iſtand fides; 

And with ſoft murmurs on the margent flows, 

As if to nature it deſign'd repoſe; 

Whoſe muſic ftill is anſwer'd by the breeze, 

That gently plays with the ſoft ruffled trees. 

Fragrant and flow'ry all the banks appear, | 


Whoſe mixt diſorders more delightful were 
Than if they had been plac'd with artful care. 
The cowſlip, lilly, roſe and jeſſamine, 
The daffodil, the pink and eglantine, 
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[Whoſe gawdy ſtore continues all the year, 

Make but the meaneſt of the wonders here. 

Here the young Charmers walk the hanks along, 
Here all the Graces and the Beauties throng, 

But what did moſt my admiration draw, 

Was that the old and ugly there I ſaw, 

Who with their apiſh poſtures, void of ſhame 
Still practice youth, and talk of darts and flame. 
laugh'd to fee a lady out of date, 5 5 


A worn- out beauty, once of the firſt rate; 
With youthful dreſs, and more fantaſtic prate, 
[Setting her wither'd face in thouſand forms, 
And thinks the while ſhe dreſſes it in charms; 
Diſturbing with her court the buſier throng, 
Ever addreſſing to the gay and young; 

There an old batter d fop, you might behold, 
Laviſh his love, diſcretion, and his gold _ 
On a fair ſhe, that has a tricking art 

To cheat him of his politicks and heart; 
Whilſt he that jilts the nation oer and o'er, 
Wants ſenſe to find it in the ſubt' ler whore. 
The man that on this iſle before had been, 
Finding me ſo admire at what I'd ſeen, 

Thus faid to me:--- 


WI, 1 
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„ OVE when he ſhoots abroad his darts, 
8 Regards not where they light: | 
„The aged to the youthful hearts 
At random they unite. 1 On þ 
The ſoft unbearded youth, who never found 
The charms in any blooming face, 
From one of fifty takes the wound, 

| | © And eagerly purſues the cunning chaſe: 
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« While ſhe an arted youth puts on; 
e Softensher voice, and languiſhes her eyes; 
« Aﬀecs the dreſs, the mien, the tone, 
«© Afﬀumes the noiſy wit, and ceaſes to be wiſe, 
The tender maid to the rough warrior yields, 
«© Unfrighted at his wounds and ſcars, 
= 5 him through the camps and field, 
And courts the ſtory of his dangerous wars, 
„With pleaſures hears his ups, and nes not 
fail, | 
To pay him with a joy/for every dale 
« 'The fair young 8 full of lore an 
prayer, 
« Doats on the lewd and 8 Eberelae: 
60 The thinking ſtateſman fumbles with the 
player, 
« And dearly buys the (barely _— Gn. 
«© The peer with ſome mean damſel o the 
trade, 
% Expenſive, common, ugly and decayd: 
„The gay young pe on the biouz d 
laundry mai 
« All things 1 in keoren, in N and ſea, 
Love gives his laws unto; 
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«© Tho' under different objects, they 0 
Alike obey, and bow; _ . 
« Sometimes to be reveng d on thoſe, 1 
«© Whoſe beauty makes em proudly nice, I 
He does a flame on them impoſe, Ah 1 


To ſome unworthy choice. 
4% Thus rarely equal hearts in love you'll find, 
40 Which makes em ſtill preſent the God as blind” 


Whilſt thus he ſpake, my wondering h were : 
ſtaid > 
With a profound attention on a maid! 
Upon whoſe ſmiles the Graces did a-wait, 
And all the Beauties round about her fate; 
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Officious Cupids do her eyes obey, _ 

| Sharp'ning their darts from ev'ry conquering ray: | 
Some from her {miles they point with ſoft deſires, 
 Whilft others from her motion take their fires; 
Some the embraider'd vail and train do bear, 
And ſome around her fan the gentle air; 


as, | Whilſt others flying, ſcatter fragrant ſhow'rs, | 
„And ſtrew the paths ſhe treads with painted ( 
Wy = | | | 


6 flow'rs, 1 
Ihe reſt are all employ'd to dreſs her bow'rs; 
While ſhe does all, the ſmiling Gods careſs, 


and 


th The CHARACTER. 


n, 1 . | 

ec] «© 8 charms of youth, ſuch raviſhment 

Sl © Through all her form appear'd, 

© & As if in her creation nature meant, 

di she ſhou'd alone be ador'd and fear'd: 
Her eyes all ſweet, and languiſhingly move, 
et fo, as if with pity beauty ſtrove, 
This to decline, and that to charm with love. 
A chearful modeſty adorn'd her face, 


And baſhful bluſhes ſpread her ſmiling cheeks; 


+ Witty her air; ſoft every grace, | 

„ And its eternal muſick when ſhe ſpeaks, 
From which young liſtening Gods the accents 
3 take, 

E And when they wov'da perfect conqueſt make, 

ind. Teach their young favourite lover ſo to ſpeak. 


wen II. 


5 « Her neck, on which all careleſs fell her hair, 5 
Hier half diſcover'd riſing boſom bare, 


Were beyond nature form'd; all heavenly fair.) 


Vol. I. 


And they new attributes receive from each addreſs. 
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Tempting her dreſs, looſe with the wind it flew, 

Diſcovering charms that wou'd alone ſubdue, 

5 Her foft White ſlender hands whole touches 
« wou'd - 

«« Beget defire even in an awful God: 

cc Long winter'd age to tenderneſs wou'd move, 

And in his frozen blood, bloom a new ſpring of 

„ love. 


All theſe at once my raviſh'd ſenſes charm'd, 


And with unuſual fires my boſom warm'd. 
Thus my fix d eyes purſu'd the lovely maid, 
T ill they had loft her in the envied glade; 
Yet ſtill I gaz'd, as if I ſtill had view'd 
The object, which my ne deſires purſu'd. 
Loſt while I ſtood; againſt my will, my ſight 


Conducted me unto a new delight. 


Twelve little boats were from the banks unty'd, 
And towards our veſſel faiPd with wondrous pride, 
With wreaths of flowers and garlands they were 
dreſt, 

Their cordage all of ſilk and cold conſiſt, 

Their fails of ilver'd lawn, and tinſel Were, 
Which wantonly were ruffled in the air. 

As many little Cupids gaily clad, 

Did row each boat, nor other guides they had. 

A thouſand Lepbirs fann'd the moving fleet, 


Which mixing with the flow'rs beam more ſweet, 


And by repeated kiſſes did aſſume 

Prom them a ſcent which did the air perfume. 

Fo near us this delightful fleet was come, 

We cou'd diſtinguiſh what the Cupitds ſung, 

W hich of: with charming notes they did repeat, 
With voices ſuch as I ſhall ne'er forget. 


* You that do feck with amorous defires, 

Jo taſte the pleaſures of the life below, 
Lands on this ifland, ant ] renew your fires, 

+. For without love, there is no joy, you know. 
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Then all the Cupids waiting no commands, | 
With ſoft inviting ſmiles preſent their hands, 
And in that filent motion ſeem'd to ſay, 
++ You ought to follow when Love leads the way” 
Mad with delight, and all tranſported too, 
{ quitted reaſon and reſolv'd to go; | 
For that bright charming beauty I had ſeen, 
And burnt with ſtrange deſire to ſee again, 


| Fill'd with new hope, I laugh'd at reaſon's force. 
And towards the iſland bent my cager courſe; 
The Zephirs at that inſtant lent their aid, 


And I into love's fleet was ſoon convey'd, 
And by a thouſand friendſhips did receive, 


| Welcomes which none but Gods of Love could 


give. 


Many poſſeſs'd with my curioſity, 

| {ho' not inſpir'd like me, yet follow'd me; 
and many ſtaid behind, and Jaugh'd at us, 
| And in a ſcoffing tone reproach'ſt us thus: 


* Farewel adventurers, go ſearch the joy, 
„Which mighty love inſpires, and you ſh: 
find, 1 
The treatment of the wond'rous monarch boy, 
« In's airy caſtle always ſoft and kind.“ 


| We on the fragrant beds of roſes laid, 7 

And lull'd with muſick which the Zephirs made, > 

When with the amorous ſilken fails they play'd: 5 
| Rather did them as wanting wit account, 

Than we in this affair did judgment want. 

With ſmiles of pity only anſwer'd them, 

Wilſt they return'd us pitying ones again. 

No to the wiſh'd for thore, with ſpeed we hie; 


Vain with our fate, and eager of our joy, 
And as upon the beech we landed were, 


An awful woman did to us repair; 


Goddeſs of Prudence! who with grave advice 
Counſels the heedleſs ſtranger to be wile; 
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She guards this ſhore, and paſſage does forbid, 

But now blind ſenſe her face from us had hid; 

We paſs'd and diſobey'd the heavenly voice, 

Which few eer do, but in this fatal place. | 
Now with impatient haſte, (but long in vain) 

i ſeek the charming author of my pain, 

And haunt the woods, the groves, and ev'ry plain. 

{ aſk each chryſtal ſpring, each murmuring brook, 

Who ſaw my fair, or knows which way ſhe took? 

I aſk the ecchoes when they heard heard her name! 

But they cou'd nothing but my moans proclaim; 

My ſighs, the fleeting winds far off do bear, 

My charmer, cou'd no ſoft complaining hear: 

At laſt, where all was ſhade, where all was gay; 

On a brook's brink, which purling paſs'd away, 

Aſleep the lovely maid extended lay; 

Of different flowers, the Cupids made her bed, 

And roſy pillows did ſupport her head; 

With what tranſported joy my ſoul was fill'd, 

When I the object of my wiſh beheld! 

My greedy view each lovely part ſurvey'd; 

On her white hand her bluſhing cheek was laid 

Half hid in roſes; yet did fo appear 

As if with thoſe the lilies mingled were; 

Her thin looſe robe did all her ſhape betray, 

(Her wondrous ſhape that negligently lay) 

And every tempting beauty did reveal, 

But what young baſhful maids wou'd ſtill conceal; 

Impatient I, more apt to hope than fear, 

Approach'd the heav'nly ſleeping maid more near; 

'The place, my flame, and all her charms invite 

'To taſte the ſacred joys of ſtol'n delight. 

'The grove was filent, and no creature by, 

But the young ſmiling God of Love and I; 

But as before the awful ſhrine I kneel'd, 

Where love's great myſt'ry was to be reveaPd, 

A man from out the grove's receſs appears, 

Who all my boaſted vigor turn'd to fears: 
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He ſlack d my courage by a kind ſurprize, 
And aw'd me with the Majeſty of his eyes; 
I] bow'd, and bluſh'd, and trembling did retire, 
And wonder'd at the pow'r that check'd my fire; 
So excellent a mien, fo good a grace, 
So grave a look, ſuch a commanding face; 
In ſpeech ſo modeft, it might well ſubdue 
Youth's native wildneſs; yet *twas gracious too, 
A little Cup:d waiting by my fide, 
(Who was preſented'to me for a guide,) 
Beholding me decline the ſleeping maid, 
To gaze on this intruder,----Thus he ſaid. 
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I. 
IIlM whom you ſee ſo awful and ſevere, 
K Is calld Reſpect, the eldeſt fon of love; 
+ Eſteem, his mother is; who every where 
As the beft advocate to all the fair, 
And knows the moſt obliging arts to move 
} + Himyou muſt fhll careſs, and by his grace, 
* © You'll conquer all the beauties of the plate; 
o gain him 'tis not words will do, 
His rhetorick is the bluſh and bow. 
C II. 

*+ He even requires that you ſhou'd ſilent be, 
And underſtand no language but from eyes. 
| © Or ſighs, the ſoft complaints on cruelty; 

Which ſooneſt move the heart they wou'd 
_ ſurprize: 
They like the fire in limbecks gently move, 
What words (too hot and fierce) deſtroy; 
ITheſe by degrees infuſe a laſting love; 8 
hilſt thoſe do ſoon burn out the ſhort blaz d 
joy „ 
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„ 'Thele the all-gaining youth requires, 
„And bears to ladies hearts the lambent fires; 
And he that wou'd againſt deſpair be proof, 
Can never keep him company enough.” 


Inſtructed thus, I did my ſteps direct, 
Towards the neceſſary grave Reſpect, 
Whom I ſoon won to favour my deſign, 
To which young Love his promis'd aid did join. 
This wak'd Aminta, who, with trembling fear, 
. Wonder to ſee a ſtranger enter'd there; 
With timorous eyes the grove ſhe does ſurvey, 
Where are my Loves ſhe cries! all fled away? 
And left me in this gloomy ſhade alone? 
And with a man! alas, J am undone. 
'Then ftrove to fly; but I all proftrate lay, 
And graſping faſt her robe, oblig'd her ſtay; 
Ceaſe lovely charming maid, oh ceaſe to fear, 
I faintly cry'd,---- There is no Satyr near; 
{ am of human race, whom beauty awes, 
And born an humble ſlave to all her laws; 
Beſides we're not alone within the grove, 
Behold Reſpect, and the young God of Love: 
How can you fear the man who with theſe two, 
In any ſhade or hour approaches you? 
'Thus by degrees her courage took its place; 
And uſual bluſhes dreſs'd again her face, 
'Then with a charming air, her hand ſhe gave, 
She bade me riſe, and ſaid ſhe did believe. 

And now my converſation does permit; 
But oh, the entertainment of her wit, 
Beyond her beauty did my foul ſurprize, 


Her tongue had charms more pow'rtul that her eye: 
Ah Lycidas, hadſt thou a liſt'ner been 


To what ſhe ſaid; tho? her thou ne'er hadſt ſeen, 
Without that ſenſe, thou hadſt a captive been. 
Gueſs at my fate,----but after having ſpoke, . 
Many indifferent things: her leave the took. 
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The night approach'd, and now with thoughts 1 
N oppreſs'd, | 
l minded neither where, nor when to reſt, 4 
When my conductor Love, whom I purſu'd, | 
Led to a palace call'd Inquietude. _ 9 


INQUIETUDE. 


cc Ne1cHBOURING villa, which derives its ; 
40 name, | | of 
From the rude ſullen miſtreſs of the ſame; [1] 
A woman of a ſtrange deform'd aſpect; 
«« Peeviſhly penſive, fond of her neglect; 
| © She never in one poſture does remain, | 
| © Now leans, lies down, then on her feet again; 
| © Sometimes with ſnails ſhe creeps a lazy pace, 

« And ſometimes runs like furies in a chace; 

« She ſeldom ſhuts her watchful eyes to ſleep, 

„% Which pale and languid does her viſage keep; 
Her looſe neglected hair diſorder'd grows; 

« Which ondeſign'd her fingers diſcompole; 

« Still out of humour, and deprav'd in ſenſe, 
And contradictive as impertinence; 

« Diſtruſtful as falſe ſtateſmen, and as nice 

« In plots, intrigues, intelligence and ſpies.” 


To her we did our duty pay, but ſhe 


Made no returns to our civility. 


s 


Thence to my bed; where reſt in vain I ſought, 
For prattling Love ſtill entertain'd my thought, 
And to my mind a thouſand fancies brought: 
Aminta's charms and pow'rful attractions, 
From whence I grew to make theſe ſoft refleQi- 
ONS, - | | | 
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The REFLECTION: 
"4. 


WHAT differing paſſions from what once! 


felt, 


« My yielding heart do melt! 


41 
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And all my blood as in a fever burns, 
Vet ſhivering cold by turns. 


What new variety of hopes and fears? 
« What ſudden fits of ſmiles and tears? 


Hope! Why doſt thou ſometimes my ſoul em- 


ploy 
« With proſpeQs of approaching joy? 
Why doſt thou make me pleas d and vain, 
« And quite forget laſt minute's pain? 
What ſleep wou'd calm, Aminta keeps awake; 
And I all night ſoft vows and wiſhes make. 


When to the Gods I wou'd my prayers addreſ:, 


And ſue to be forgiven, 

« Aminta's name, I ſtill expreſs, 

« And love is all that I confeſs, 
Love and Aminta! e'er out-rival heaven! 


II. 


* Books give me no content at all; 

Unleſs ſoft Cowly entertain my mind; 

«« 'Then every pair in love 1 find, 

Lyſunder him, Aminta her, Þ call: 
Tillthe bewitching fewel raiſe the fire; 

© Which was deſign'd but to divert, 
'Then to cool ſhades I ragingly retire, 

«© 'Tocaſe my hopeleſs panting heart: 

Yet there to every thing begets deſire; 
Each flow'ry bed, and every lonely grove. 
Inſpires new wiſhes, new impatient love,” 
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{ Thus all the night in vain I ſought repoſe, 
And early with the fun next day I roſe; 

Still more impatient grew my new deſires, g 
Io ſee again the author of my fires. 
Love leads me forth, to Little Cares we paſs, 
Where Love inſtructed me Aminta was; 
Far from Inquietude this village ſtands, 
And for its beauty all the reſt commands; 
In all the Iſle of Love, not one appears, 

So raviſhingly gay as Little Cares. 


Little CARES; or, Little Ax rs to pleaſe. 


J. | | 
N FAN all the amorous youth repair, 
K To ſee the objects of their vows; 
„No jealouſies approach 'em there; 

They baniſh dulneſs and deſpair; 
And only gaiety and mirth allow. 
„The houſes cover'd o'er with flow'rs appear, 
| «© Like fragrant arbors all the year, 

„Where all the dear, the live-long day, 
In muſick, ſongs, and balls is paſs d away: 

All things are form'd for pleaſure and delight, 
Which hniſh'd not but with the light; 

«© But when the ſun returns again, 


They hold with that bright God an equal reign.” 
II. 


„ There no reproaches dwell; that vice 
Is baniſh'd with the coy and nice. 
„The froward there learn complaiſance; 
„There the dull wiſe his gravity forſakes, 
« Theold diſpoſe 8 to dance, 
And melancholly wakens from his trance, 
And againſt nature ſprightly humour takes. 
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The formal ſtateſman does his int reſt quit, 
« And learns to talk of Love and Wit; 
There the philoſopher ſpeaks ſenſe, 
«© Such as his miſtreſs' eyes inſpire; 
« Forgets his learned eloquence, 
© Nor now compares his flame to his own chimic 
fire. 


III. 


The miſer there opens his golden heaps, 

«© And at Love's altar offers the rich prize; 

« His needleſs fears of want does now deſpiſe, 

« And asa laviſh heir, he treats and reaps 

Ihe bleſſings that attend his grateful ſacrifice 
„Even the fluttering coxcomb there 
Does leſs ridiculous appear: 

« For in the crowd ſome one unlucky face, " 
With ſome particular grimace, 


© Which gives him juſt the ſenie to know his pain: 

« Wherce he becomes leſs talkative and vain. 

4% 'Therc 'tis the Muſes dwell! that facred Nine, 
« Who teach th' inlarged ſoul to prove, 

«© No arts or ſciences divine, 

But thoſe inſpir'd by them and Love! 
Gay converſation, feaſt, and maſquerades, 
0 Agreeable cabals, and ſerenades; | 

Eternal muſick, gladneſs, ſmiles and ſport, 
„ Make all the bus'neſs of this little court.” 


Has the ill fate his heart to gain, | | 


At my approach new fires my boſom warm; 
New vigour I receive from every charm: 

I found invention with my love increaſe; 
And both inſtruct me with new arts to pleaſe: 
New gallantries I ſought to entertain, 

And had the joy to find 'em not in vain; 

All the extravagance of youth I ſhow, 
And paid to age the dotage I ſhall owe; 
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i a beginning paſſion can conceive, | 
What beauty merits, or fond Love can give. 
Wich diligence I wait Aminta's look, 
And her decrees from frowns or ſmiles I took, 
To my new fix d reſolves no ſtop I found, 
My flame was uncontroul'd, and knew no bound; 
Unlimited expences every da 
on what I thought ſhe Ik d, I threw away: 
My coaches, and my liveries, rich and new, 
In all this court none made a better ſhew. 
Aminta here was unconfin'd and free. 
And all a well-born maid cou'd render me 
ohe gave: my early viſit does allow, 
And more engagingly receives me now; 
Her {till increaſing charms, her ſoft addreſs, { 


74 


A partial lover cannot well expreſs, 

Her beauties with my flame each hour increaſe. 

Twas here my foul more true content receiv'd, 

Than all the duller hours of life I liv'd. 

ut with the envying night I ſtill repair 

To Inquietude; none lodge at Little Care. 

The haſty minutes ſummon me away, 

While parting pains ſurmount paſs'd kours of joy, 

Hund night's large recFning over-pays the day. 

The God of Sleep his wonted aid denies; 

Lends no repoſe, or to my heart or eyes: 

ns one hour of reſt the breaking morning brought, 
2 which this happy eum aſſail'd my thought. 


The DREAM. 


| ALL trembling in my arms Aminta lay, 

| Defending of the bliſs I ſtrove to take; 

' Railing my rapture by her kind delay, 
e Foroe io charming was and weak. 
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«« The ſoft reſiſtance did betray the grant, 

« While I preſs'd on the heaven of my deſires; 

Her riſing breaſts with nimbler motions pant; 
% Her dying eyes aſſume new fires. 

«© Now to the height of languiſhment ſhe grows, 


„ And ſtill her looks new charms put on; 


Nov the laſt myſtery of Love ſhe knows, 
We ſigh, and kiſs: I wak'd, and all was done.“ 


*T'was but a dream, yet by my heart I knew, 
Which till was panting, part of it was true: 
Oh how I ſtrove the reſt to have believ'd; 
Aſham'd and angry to be undeceiv'd! 

But now Love calls me forth, and ſcarce allows 
A moment to the Gods to pay my vows: 
He all devotion has in diſ-eſteem, 
But that which we too fondly render him: 
Love dreſs'd me for the day; and both repair, 
With an impatient haſte to Little Care; 
Where many days my advantage I purſu'd, 
But night returns me to Inquietude; 
There ſuffer'd all that abſent lovers griev'd, 
And only knew by what] felt I liv'd: 
A thouſand little fears afflict my heart, 
And all its former order quite ſubvert; 
The beauties which all day my hope employ'd, 
Seem now too excellent to be enjoy'd. 
I number all my Rivals ever now, | 
Then raving mad with jealouſy I grow, 
Which does my flame to that vaſt height increaſe; 
That here I found I lov'd to an exceſs: 
"Theſe wild diſtractions every night increaſe, 
But day ſtill reconciles me into peace; 
And I forget, amidſt their ſoft delights, 
The un-1magin'd torment of the nights. 

"Twas thus awhile I liv'd at Little Care, 
Without advance of favour or of fear, 
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When fair Aminta from that court departs, 
And all her lovers leaves with broken hearts, 
On me alone ſhe does the grace confer, 

In a permiſſion I ſhou'd wait on her. 

Oh with what eager joy I did obey! 

Joy, which for fear it ſhou'd my flame betray, 
[ veil d with complaiſance, which lovers eyes 


Might find tranſported through the thin dityuiſe; 


> But her's were unconcern'd; or wou'd not ſee, 

The trophies of their new gain'd victory: 

Aminta now to Good Reception goes; 

A place which more of entertainment ſhows _ 

Than ſtate or greatneſs; where th'inhabitants, 

Are civil to the height of complaiſance; 

They treat all perſons with a chearful grace, 

And ſhew'm all the pleaſures of the place; 

| By whoſe example bright Aminta too, 

| Confirm'd herſelf, and more obliging grew. 

Her ſmiles and air more gracious now appear; 

And her victorious eyes more ſweetneſs wear: 

E The wondrous majeſty that dreſs'd her brow, 

| Becomes leſs awful, but more charming now: 

Her pride abating does my courage warm, 

| And promiſes ſucceſs from every li 

| She now permits my eyes, with tim'raus fears, 

Io tell her of the wounds ſhe made by her's, 

| Againit her will my ſighs ſhe does approve, 

| And ſeems well pleas'd to think they come from 

F n N 
Nothing oppos'd itſelf to my delight, 

But abſence from Aminta every night. 

But Love, who recompenſes when he pleaſe, 

And has for every cruelty an caſe; 5 

Who, like to bounteous heaven, aſſigns a ſhare 

Of ſuture bliſs to thoſe that ſuffer here: N 


Led me to Hope! a city fair and large, 


F 


Built with much beauty, and adorn'd with charge. 
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One fide of this magnifick City ſtands, 
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HOPE. 


0 1 wondrous populous, from the exceſs 
Ot. perſons from all parts that uber 
rets; 


On a foundation of untaithful ſands; 

« Which ottentimes the glorious load deſtroys, 

66 3 hich long deſigning was with pomp. and noiſe; 
'The other parts well founded, neat and ſtrong, 

1 les beautiful, leſs buſineſs, and leſs throng. 
Leis built upon a river's bank, whoſe clear 

1 ad murmuring glide 9 Ae . ear. 


The Riven of PRETENSION. 


9 HIS river's call d Pretenſion; and its ſource Yet 

« 4 'T a bordering mountain owes, from 
whence with force, 

It ſpreads into the arms of that calm "TTY 

„Where the proud city daily ſees her face; 

« Tis treacherouſly ſmooth, and falſly fair, 


«« Inviting, but undoing to come near; | 5 ( 
« *Gainſt which the houſes there find no defence, 5 | 
«© But ſuffer undermining violence; EL ; 
„% Who while they ftand, no palaces do ſeem, l 


4 In all their glorious pomp to equal them. 


This river's famous for the fatal wrecks, 

Of perſons moſt illuſtrious of both ſex, 

hom fhe'tther boſom with ſoft whiſpers drew, 
1 hen bately ſmil d to ſee their ruin too. | ( 
„is there ſo many monarchs periſh'd have, 1 

And teeking fame alone have tound a grave. 1 


E *['was thither 1 was tempted too, and I ove 
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E Maliciouſly wou'd needs my conduct proice; 
Which paſſion now to ſuch a paſs had brought, 
It gave admittance to the weakeſt thought, 


And with a full career to this falſe bay 


8 


Iran. But met Precaution in my Way. 
With whom Reſpe& was, who thus gravely laid. 
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Pretenſion is a river you mult dread: 
Fond youth decline thy fatal reſolution, , 


Here unavoidably thou meet'ſt confuſion ; 
Thou fly'ſt with too much haite to certain fate, 
Follow my counſel, and be ivortunate.” 


| Aſham'd, all bluſhing I decline my eyes, 
| Yet bow'd, and thank'd Reſpect for his advice. 
From the bewitching river ſtraight I hy'd, 
| And hurry'd to the city's fartheſt fide. 
| Where lives the mighty priaceſs Hope, to whom 
| The whole ifle as their oracle do come; 
| Tho! little truth remains in what the ſays, 
| Yet all adore her voice, and her wiſe conduct praiſe 


The Paincess HOF Z. 
| 8 


66 QHE fans the youthſul lover's lame, 
1 


And promiſes a ſure repoſe; 


« Whilt with a treaſon void of ſhame, 
« His fancy'd bliſs ſhe overthrows. 


Her language is all ſoit and fair, 

« But her hid ſenſe is naught but air, 

« And can no ſolid reaſon bear; 

« As often as ſhe ſpeaks, 

Her faithleſs word ſhe breaks; 1 
Great in pretenſion, in perſormance ſmall, 
«© And when ſhe ſwears tis perjury all. 
Her promiſes like thoſe of princes arc, — 
« Made in necellity and war, 
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«« Cancei!d without remorſe, at eaſe, 
In the voluptuous time of peace. 


II. 


«« Theſe are her qualities, but yet 

«« She has a perſon full of charms, 

Her ſmiles are able to beget | 

„ Forgiveneſs for her other harms; 

<© She's moit divinely ſhap'd, her eyes are ſweet, 
<< And every glance to pleaſe ſhe does employ, 


„With ſuch addreſs ſhe does all perſons treat, 


As none are weary of her flattery. 
«© She ſtill conſoles tbe moſt afflicted hearts, 
And makes the proud vain of his fancy'd arts.“ 


Amongſt the reſt of thoſe who daily came, 


'Fadmire this Princeſs, and oblidge their flame, 


{ Condutted thither by a falſe report, 
That happineſs reſided in her court) 
Lo young ſucceſsleſs lovers did reſort: 

One, ſo above his aim had made pretence, 
That even to hope, for him, was impudence; 
Yet he 'gainſt reaton's arguments makes war, 
An4 vainly ſwore, his love did merit her. 

Boldly attempted, daringly addreſs'd, 


And with unbluſhing confidence his "RI confeſs'd. 


he other was a bafhful youth, who made 

Elis paſſion his devotion, not his trade; 

Do fond opiniator, who a price 

Sets on his titles, equipage, or eyes, 

But one that had a thouſand charms in ſtore, 
Yet did not underftand his conquering pow'r: 

This Princeſs with a kind addreſs receives 

Theſe ſtrangers; and to both new courage gives, 

Thus animates the haughty to go on! 

A city long beſieg d muſt needs be won. 

Time and reſpect romove all obſtacles, 

And obſtinate love arrives at miracles. 
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* Were ſhe the heir to an illuſtrious crcown, 
Thoſe charms, that haughty mien, that fam'd 
| renown, 
„That wondrous ſkill you do in verſe profeſs, 
„That great diſdain of common miſtreties; 
Can when you pleaſe with aid of Billet Doux, 
„The royal virgin to your arms ſubdue; 

* One ſkilld in all the arts to pleaſe the fair, 
« Shou'd be above the ſenſe of dull deſpair: 
% Goon, young noble warrior, then. go on, 
« Though all the fair are by that love undone.” 
Then turning to the other: Sir, (ſaid ſhe) 
«© Were the bright beauty you adore, like me, 
« Your filent awful paſſion more. wou'd move, 
„Than all the bold and forward arts of love. 
A heart the ſofteſt compoſition forms, 
And ſooner yields by treaty, than by ſtorms; 
„A look, a ſigh, a tear, is underſtood, b 
« And makes more warm diſorders in the blood, 
« Has more engaging tender eloquence, 

« Than all he indutiry of artfut ſenſe. 

« So falling drops with their ſoft force alone, 
Make deep impreſſions in obdurate ſtone.” 

But that which moſt my pity did employ, 

Was a young hero full of ſmiles and joy. 

A noble youth to whom indulgent heaven, 
Had more of glory than of virtue given; 
Conducted thither by a politick throng, 

The rabble ſhouting as he paſs'd along, 


Whilſt he, vain with. the beaſtly din they. make, | 


(Which were the ſame if bears were.gaing to {tuke/ 


Addreſſes to this faithleſs flatterer: 
Who, in return, calls him, young God of IFar! 
The City's Champion! and his Country's Hope, 
The People's Darling, and Religion's Prep. 
Sceptres and crowns does to his view expote ; 
And all the fancy'd pow'r of empire heut, 
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In vain the viſion he would diſbelieve, 

In ſpight of ſenſe ſhe does his ſoul deceive: 

He credits all! nor aſks which way or how; 

The dazzling circle ſhall ſurround his brow; 

Implicitly attends the flattering ſong. 

Gives her his eaſy faith, and is undone: 

For with one turn of ſtate the frenzy's heal'd, 
'Che blind recover, and the cheat's reveaPd. 
\hilit all his blooming youth and beauty lies, 
The kind reproach of pitying enemies. 

To my ſhe ſaid, and ſmiling as ſhe ſpoke, 

«« Lyfander, you with love have reaſon took, 

„Continue fo, and from Aminta's heart, 
Expect what love and beauty can impart.” 
knew ſhe flatter'd, yet I cou'd not choofe _ 

| But pleaſe myſelf, and credit the abuſe; 

; Her charming words that night rep os d me more, 

Than all the grateful dreams I'd bad before. 
Next day I roſe, and early with the fun, 

j Love guided me to Declaration, 

A pleaſant city built with artful care, 


* „ * * « „ ak 


Lo which the lovers of the iſle repair. Bu 
in our purſuit Reſpect diſſatisfy'd, = 
Did che unreaſonable adventure chide; 0 
Return, unheedy youth, cry'd he, return! 5 
Lei my advice th approaching danger warn: 1 
Renounce thy purpoſe, and thy haſte decline, 

Cr chou wilt ruin all Love's great deſign; 8 
Amaz' d I ſtood, and unreſolv'd t᷑obey, wks 
Cou d not return, durſt not purſue my way; W 
Whilſt Love, who thought himſelf condern'd as y; 

guide 
th criminal adventure, thus replyd: _ 
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L. Oo VE. RESENTMENT. 


6 Men we ert martyrdom portes! 
Muſt we ſtill love, and always fulker too? 
«« Muſt we continue ſtill to die, 
And neer declare the cruel cauſe; 

« Whillt the fair murdreſs aſks not why, 
But triumphs in her rigorous laws; 
And grows more mighty in diſdain, 75 
More peeviſh, W proud and vain; 
„The more we languifh by our pain? 2 

« And when we vow, implore and pray, | 
« Shall the inhuman cruel fair, | 

« Only with nice diſdain the ſufferer pay? 

« Conſult her pride alone in the affair, 

And coldly cry----In time perhaps I may---- 

“ Conſider and redrefs the youth's deſpair; 

And when ſhe wou'd a period put to's fate, 

« Alas, her cruel mercy comes too late!“ rh 

But wiſe Reſpect obligingly' reply'd,_ 

« Aminta's cruelty you need not dread, 

«« Your paſſion by your eyes will ſoon be known, 

Without this haſte to Declaration; 

«« Tis I will guide you where you ſtill ſhall find, 

« Aminta in beſt humour, and moſt kind.” 


Strong were his arguments; his reaſonings prove 
Too pow'rful for the angry God of Love. 

Who by degrees this native ſoftneſs came, 

Yields to reſpect, and owns his hafte a blame 
Both vow obedience to his judging wit, 

And to his graver conduct both ſubmit; 

Who now invites us to areverend place, 

An antient town, whoſe governor he was.. 
Impregnable, with ba"ions fottify'd, | 
Guarded with fair built walls on every ſide, 
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The top of which the eye cou'd ſcarce diſcern, 


So ſtrong as well ſecur'd the rich concern; 


Silence, with Modeſty and Secrecy, 

Have all committed to their cuſtody. 

Silence to every queſtion aſk d, replies 

With apt grimaces of the face and eyes; 

Her finger on her mouth; and as you've ſeen: 
Her picture, handſome, with fantaſtick mien; 
Here very motion. her commands expreſs, 

But ſeldom any the hid ſoul confefs. 

The N Modeſty is wond'rous fair, 


A baſhfu 


motion, and a bluſhing air; 


With unaſſur'd regard her eyes do move, 
VUntaught by affectation or ſelt-love ;. 

Her robes not gaudy were, nor looſely ty'd,, 
But even: concealing more than need be hid. 
For Secreey, one rarely ſees her face, 
Whoſe lone apartment is ſome dark receſs; 
From whence unleſs ſome great affairs oblige, 
She finds it difficult to diſengage; | 

Her voice is low, but ſubtilly quick her ears, 
And anſwers ſtill by ſigns to what ſhe hears; 


Ted by Reſpect we did an entrance get, 


Nat ſaying any thing, whoe'er we met. 


The Ciry of DISCRETION. 


HE houſes there retir'd in gardens are, 
And all is done with little noiſe, 


One ſeldom ſees aſſemblies there, 


Or. publick ſhews for grief or. joys. 

One rarely walks but 1n.the night, 

And moſt endeavour to avaid the light. 
There the whole world. their bus neſs carry, 
Without ar confidant, or ſecretary: 

One ſtill is under great conſtraint, 7 
Muſt always ſuffer, but ne'er make complaint; 
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is there the dumb and ſilent languiſnes 

| « Are born, which can ſo well epa the heart: 
Which without ſpeaking can ſo much expreſs, 

| « And ſecrets to the ſoul the neareſt way impart 
Language, which prettily perſuades belief; 

„ Whoſe flent eloquence obliges joy or grief.” 


This city's call'd Diſcretion, being the name 
Of her that is lieutenant of the ſame, 
| And ſiſter to Reſpect; a lady who 
Seldom obtains a conqueſt at firft view; 
| But in repeated viſits one ſhall find 
| Sufficient charms of beauty and of mind: 
| Her vigorous piercing eyes can, when they pleaſe, 
| Make themſelves lov'd, and underſtood with eaſe. 
Not too ſevere, but yet reſerv'd and wiſe, 
And her addreſs is full of ſubtilties; 
Which, upon all occaſions, ſerves her turn 
T'expreſs her kindneſs, and to hide her ſcorn; 
Twas her Aminta liv'd, and here I paid 
My conſtant viſits to the lovely maid. 

With mighty force upon my foul I ſtrove 
To hide the ſentiments of my raging love. 
All that I ſpoke did but indifferent ſeem, 
Or went no higher than a great eſteem. 
| But *twas not long my paſſion I conceal'd, 

My flame, in ſpight of me, itſelf reveal'd. 


The Silent CONFESSION. 


12 55 ANSP tho' I do not ſpeak, alas, 

" My eyes and ſighs too much do ſay! 
And pale and languiſhing my face, 
The torments of my ſoul betray; 

«© They the ſad ſtory do unfold, 
Love cannot his own ſecrets hold; 
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« And tho fear ties my tongue, Reſpect my eyes, MW .. 

« Yet ſomething will diſcloſe the pain „ 

« Which breaking out throws off diſguiſe, BY 

«« Reproaches her with cruelties; | TY 

« Which ſhe augments by new diſdain; BY 

44 Where e'er ſhe be, I ſtill am there; Eat 

« Whate'er ſhe do, I that prefer; | | 

In ſpight of all my ſtrength, at her approach, T0 

« ] tremble with a fight or touch; | Be 

«« Paleneſs or bluſhes do my face ſurprize, | al 

« Tf mine by chance meet her encountering eyes; MW an 

« »Twas thus ſhe learn'd my weakneſs and het By 

pow'r; An 

„ And knew too well ſhe was my conqueror,” a 

| An. 

i And NOW =o none a | 8 
# Her eyes no more their wonted ſmiles afford, At 
| But grew more fierce the more they were ador'd; She 
f The marks of her eſteem, which heretofore | An 
ö | Rais'd my aſpiring flame, oblige no more; | Th 
=_ She calls up all her pride ta her defence, WI 
„ And as a crime condemns my juſt pretence; | She 
i] Me from her preſence does in fy chace; | Ani 
li No ſupplications can my doom reverſe; | But 
| And vainly certain of her victory, | Co 
Retir'd into the Den of Cruelty. | Wh 

1 5 Th 

5 EE: | — | Les 

The Den of CRUELTY. | An 

WI 


ce DEN where tygers make the paſſage good, I Ani 
T A And all cue lovers 10 ak Fodd: 
* Pth' hollow of a mighty rock tis plac d, 
„Which by the angry ſea is ſtill embrac'd: 
«« Whoſe frightful ſurface conſtant tempeſt wears, < - 
«© Which ſtrikes the bold adventurer with fears. FR 
«© The elements their rudeſt winds ſend out, 4 
« Which blow continual coldneſs round about. [66 


„ 


ha 
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pon the rock eternal winter dwells, 
Which weeps away in dropping iſicles; 
The barren hardneſs meets no fruitful ray, 
Nor bears it iſſue to the God of day; 
All bleak and cale th unſhady proſpect lies 

And nothing grateful meets the melancholy eyes. 


To this dite place Aninta goes, Whilſt I 


5 


d her with prayers and tears to paſs it by; 


1 75 

A dying on the ground myſelf I caſt, 
And wit 

| But ſhe from the kind force with fury flung, 
And on an old deformed woman hun 


my arms her flying feet embrac'd; 


A woman frightful, with a horrid e 


And o'er her angry eyes her brows hung down; 
One ſingle look of hers fails not t'impart 

A terror and deſpair to every heart: 

| She fills the univerſe with diſcontents, 

And torments for poor lovers ſtill invents. 

This is the mighty tyrant Cruelty, 

| Who with the God of Love is ſtill at enmity; 

| She keeps a glorious train, and glorious court, 
And thither youth and beauty ſtil] reſort; _ 


But oh! my ſoul, form'd for love's ſofter ſport, 


Cou'd not endure the rigour of her court! 

| Which her firſt rude addreſs did ſo affright, 
That I all trembling haſted from her ſight, 

| Leaving the unconcern'd and cruel Gal : 
And on a river's bank myſelf all fainting laid; 
Which river from the obdurate rock proceeds, 


And caſts itfelf 1th' melancholly meads. 


The RIVER of DESPAIR. © 


T'S torrent has no other ſource, 
But tears from dving Jovers eyes; 
Which mix'd with fighs precipitate its courſe, 
Softning the ſenſeleis rocks in gliding by; 
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* 


«6 Whoſe doleful murmurs have ſuch eloquence, 


« That even the neighbouring trees and flow'r; 


have ping Fake; 


«© And Cruelty alone knows in what ſort, 


«« Againſt the moving ſound to make defence 
„ Who laughs at all deſpair and death as ſport.” 


A diſmal wood the river's banks do bear, 
Securing even the day from entering there; 

The ſun's bright rays a paſſage cannot find, 
Whoſe boughs make conſtant war againſt the wind; 
Vet through their leaves glimmers a ſullen light, 
Which renders all below more terrible than night, 
And ſhews upon the bark of every tree 
Sad ſtories carv d of Love and Cruelty; | 
The grove is fill'd-with ſighs, with cries and groans, 
Reproaches and complaints in dying moans; - 
The neighbouring echoes nothing do repeat, 

But what the ſoul ſends forth with ſad regret; 
And all things there no other murmurs make, 
But what from language full of death they take. 
*T was in this place Ae Cer to free 

Aminta from from the arms of Cruelty, _ 
That I deſign'd to render up my breath, 
And charge the cruel charmer with my death. 


be RESOLVE. 


60 = 
61 | 
| queror; 
* 


This eaſy trophy which your ſcorn, 
Led bleeding by your chariot-ſide, 
„ Your haughty victory to adorn, 

10 Has bröke the fetters of your pride. 


OW, my fair tyrant! I deſpiſe your pow r, 
"Tis: death, not you, becomes my con— 


The pow r of beauty or of love!” 


| Thus ſullen with my fate ſometimes I grew, 
And then a fit of ſoftneſs wou'd enſue, 

| Then weep, and on my knees implore my fair, 
And ſpeak as if Auinta preſent were. 


ö „Not all your ſmiles can the grim victor bow. 
| « Not all your arts can-force him to ſubmit, 
Not all your charms can teach him to obey. 


„His frozen Heart with love's perſuaſive fire; 
Alas, you cannot warm him to one ſoft deſfite; 


„CA. my fair charmer, muſt I fall 


% And muſt J ſuffer as a criminal?” 
« I8it to love offencè enough to die? 


* 
<6 
* 


1e Death takes his quarrel now in hand, 
« And laughs at all your eyes can do,. 
« His power thy beauty can withſtand, 


« He'll hold no parley with your wit, 
« Nor underſtands your wanton play, 


« Your yotith nor beauty can inſpire, 1 


Oh niighty death, that art above 9 


The QUESTION. 
A victim to your cruelty? 


« Is this the recompence at laſt 
« Of all the reſtleſs hours I've paſt?” 
« How oft my awe, and my reſpeQ, - 
« Have fed your pride and ſcorn? . 
« How have I ſuffer d your negleR, 
«© Too fghty to be bortie?' ß 
% How have I ſtrove to hide that flame 
„ You ſeem'd to diſapprove? 
« How careful to avoid the name 
« Of tenderneſs or love? 
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<« Left at that word ſome guilty bluſh ſhou'd own 
« What your bright eyes forbade me to make 
known.” | 


7 


Thus fill'd the neighbouring ecchoes with my cry, 


Did nothing but reproach, complain and die: 


One day | 


All hopeleſs on the river's brink I ſtood, 
Reſolr'd to plunge into the rapid flood, 
That flood that eaſes lovers in deſpair, 


And puts an end to all their raging care: 


Tis hither thoſe betray d by beauty come, 
And from this kinder ſtream receive their doom; 
Here birds of ominous perfages neſt,” | | 
Depriving the forlorn inhabitants of reſt; 
Here mid-night-owls, night-crows, and ravens 

.- dwell}: --- WI: 5 > 
Filling the air with melancholy yell: 


Here ſwim a thouſand ſwans; whoſe doleful moan 


Sing dying lovers requiems with their own: 

i z4z'd around, and many lovers view'd 
Ghaſtly and pale, who my deſign purſu'd; 
But moſt inſper'd by ſome new hope, or won 
To finiſh ſomething they had left undone; 
Some grand important bus'neſs of their love, 
Did from the fatal precipice remove: 

For me no reaſon my deſigns diſſuade, 

Till Love all breathleſs haſted tp my aid; 
With force my unfixing feet he kindly graſpt, 
And tenderly reproach d my deſperate haſte, 


Reproach'd my courage, and condemn'd my wit, 


That meanly cou'd to woman's ſcorn ſubmit, 
That cou'd, to feed her pride, and make her vain, 


Deſtroy an age of life for a ſhort date of pain; 


So many friendſhips as did ſoon perſuade 


He wou'd have left me here, but that I made { 
Ile yielding boy, who ſmil'd, refolv'd and ſtaid; 


| 
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He rais'd my head, and did again renew | 
His flatteries, and all the 28 knew, 
To call my courage to its wonted place. 
What, cry'd he, ({weetly, angry) ſhall a face 
Arm'd with the weak reſiſtance of a frown, 
Force us to lay our cHims and titles down? 
Shall Cruelty, a peeviſh woman, prove 
Too ſtrong to be o'ercome by youth and love? 
No] rally all thy vigour, all thy charms, 
And force her from the. cruel tyrant's arms; 
Come, once more try the angry maid Yappeaſe. 
Death's in our pow'r to graſp: whene'er we pleaſe; 
He ſaid - And I the heavenly voice attend, 
Whilſt towards the rock our haſty ſteps we bend, 
Before the gates with all our forces lie, 
Reſolv'd to conquer, or reſolv'd to die: 
In vain Love all his feeble engines rears, 
His ſoft artillery of ſighs and tears 5 
Were all in vain----againſt the winds were ſent, 
For ſhe was proof gainſt them and languiſhment: 
Repeated vows and prayers mov'd no remerſe, 
And *twas to death alone J had recourſe: 
Love in my anguiſh bore a mighty part, 
He pity'd, but he cou'd not eaſe my heart: 
A thouſand ſeveral ways he had eflay'd 
To touch the heart of this obdurate maid, 
Rebated all his arrows ſtill return, 
For ſhe was fortify'd with pride and ſcorn. 
The uſeleſs weapons now away he flung, . 
Neglected lay his ivory bow unſtrung, 
His gentle azure wings were all unprun'd, . 
And the gay plumes a fading tinct aſſum'd; 
Which down his ſnowy ſides extended lay, 
And now no more in wanton motions play. 
He bluſh'd to think he had not left one dart 
Of force enough to wound Am#nta's heart; 
He bluſh'd to think ſhe ſhou'd her freedom boaft, 
Whilſt mine from the firſt dart he ſent was loſt: 
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Thus tir'd with our complaints, (whilſt no relief 
Reſcu' d the fleeting ſoul from killing grief) 

We ſaw a maid approach, whoſe loyely face 
Diſdain'd the beauties of the common race: 
Soft were her eyes, where unfeign'd ſorrow dwelt, 
And on her cheeks in pitying ſhow'rs they melt; 
Soft was her voice, and ten erly it truck 
The eager liitening ſoul whene'er ſhe ſpoke; 
And what did yet my courage more augment, 
She wore this ſadneſs for my languiſhment. 


And ſighing ſaid, ah Gods! have you 
« Beheld this dying youth, and never found 
A pity fora heart ſo true? 3 
„Which dies adoring her that gave the wound, 
His youth, his paſſion, and his conſtancy, 
« Merit, ye Gods, a kinder deſtiny.“ 


With pleaſure I attended what ſhe ſaid, 

And wonder'd at the friendſhip of the maid. 
O. Loyel aſt d her name? who anſwer'd me, 
*T was Pity, enemy to Cruelty ; 

Who often come endeavouring to abate 

The languiſhments of the unfortunate; 

And ſaid, if ſhe won'd take my injur'd part, 
She ſoon wou'd ſoften fair Aminta's heart; 
For the knows all the ſubr'leſt arts to move, 
And teach the :imorous virgin how to love. 
With joy I heard, and my addreſs apply'd 
To gain the beauteous Pity to my fide: 
Nothing I left untold that might perſuade 
The liſtening Virgin to afford her aid. 


Told her my paſſions, forrows, pains and fears, 
And whilſt I {poke confim'd 'm with my tears; 
All which with down-caſt eyes ſhe did attend, 
And bluſhing ſaid, my tale had made a friend; 
I bow'd, and thank q her with 1 50 look, 


Which being return d by her 8, her leave {be 100 
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Now to Aminta all in haſte ſhe hies, 

Whom ſhe aſſail'd with ſorrow in her eyes, 

And a fad ſtory of my miſeries. 
Which ſhe with ſo much tenderneſs expreſt, 

As forc'd ſome N eg fair charmer's breaſt; 
The ſubtil Pity found ſhe ſhou'd prevail, 
And oft repeats th'infinuating tale, 

And does inſenſibly the maid betray, 
Where-Love and I panting and trembling lay; 
Where ſhe beheld th' effects of her diſdain, 

And in my languid face ſhe read my pain. 


| Down'her fair cheeks ſome pitying drops did glide, 
Which could not be reſtrain'd by teebler pride; 
| Againſt my anguiſh ſhe had no defence, © 
Such charms had grief, my tears ſuch eloquence . 


My fighs and murmurs ſhe began t'approve, 
And fiten'd to the ſtory of my love. . 


| With tenderneſs ſhe did my fares hear, 
| And even my reproaches now cou d 


ear: 


At laſt my trembling hand in her's ſhe too, 


And with a charming bluſh theſe words ſhe ſpoke. 


. + 4 ' 
4 4 ; 28 4 „ee 
— GY F 
- P LY * i * * * K 
, , 
7 # 3 


under, I 
And can no longer hide 


My ſenſe of all your ſuffering love. ) 


« With'the thin veil of pride. 
* "Twas long in vain that Pity did aſſail 
My cold and ſtubborn heart, 
Een on th inſenſible ſhe cou d prevail 
To render any part. 


- 
. - 


. 
your vows approve; 
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«© To her for all the tenderneſs, 
© Which in my eyes you find. 
* You mult your gratitude expreſs, ' 5 


38 


Live then Lyſznder, ſince I muſt confeſs, 
In ſpight or all my native modeſty, _ 
„I cannot with that you ſhou d love me els. _ 
Live then, and hope the circling ſun may lee, 
In his ſwift courſe, a grateful change in me, 


40 


« And that in time Tour paiſion may receive | 


All you dare take, and all a maid can de 


Oh Lycidas, I cannot here relate 
The ſenſe of joy the did in me create: 
The ſudden bleſſing overcame me ſo, 


It almoſt finiſh'd what grief fail d to do; DD OILS : 


I wanted courage for its ſoft ſurprize, 
And waired reinforcements from her eyes: 
At laſt with tranſports, which I cou'd not hide, 


Raiſing myſelf from off the grdund, I cty'd. ＋ 
| | PSIG DR. 4 


Ejorcel my new-made happy ſoul, rejoicel 
Bleſs the dear n. Inute, bleſs the heay'nly 
»„r„ Tread es 
** That has revok d thy fatal doom; * 
Rejoice} *Amrnta leads thee from the tomb. 
Baniſh the anxious thoughts of dying hours, 
Forget the ſhades and er bow'rs, 


Thy eyes ſo oft bedey's with falling ſhow'rs; 


Oz F» fo © > 
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« Of ſighing days and nights of pain, 
«© When on 1 beds of 4 we ſt lain: 
« Oh happy ED Aminta bids thee live; 
Thank not the ſullen Gods or deafer Stars, 
« Since ah. her hand thou doſt the prize receive; 
« Her's be the ſervice, a8 the bounty hers; 
1 For all that life muſt dedicated be | 
« To the fair God-like majd that gaye it thee? 


Now Lycidas, behold my happy ſtate, 

Behold me bleſs'd, behold me fortunate, 

And from the height of languiſhing deſpair, 

| Raiv'd to the glory of {mintg'gcare: 

And this one moment of my heaven of j joy 

Di1 the remembrance of paſt. griefs deſtroy: 
And Pity ceas'd ngt here; but Sh new eloquence 
Obliges the thy d to viſit Confidence. 


« Baniſh all choughts that do remain 2 


ce fe. 


4 Lapy love with a chatmin ; mien, 

Gay, frank, and open, and an air . 
« In every look the does her ſoul impart, 
With eaſe one reads the e 4 of her heart; 
Her humour generons, and her language free, 
„ And all her eres gtaceful liberty: | 
Her villa f 44 $ ge eneral rendezvous, / 
« Wherein del 10 gardens, Kone e, 
% The happy lovers dwell with fe ecrecy, 
8 Uninterrupted by fond jealouſy: 
1 Tis there with innocence, mes do and ſay 
1 A thouſand things to paſs the ſhort-liv'd day: 
| © There iree from cenſuring ſpies, they entertainy 
And pleaſures tate, unintermix d with pain.“ | 


| Tis there we ſee what mot we do adore, 
And yet we lapguilk to diſcover more. 


Communicated al her W to me. 
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Hard fate of lovers, who are ne'er content 

In an eſtate ſo bleſs d, and innocent. 

But {till preſs forward, urg d by ſoft deſires 

To joy that oft exünguiſles their fires; 

In this degree I found a happineſs, 

Which nought but wiſhing more cou'd render less, 
I faw Aminta here without controul, 
And told her all the ſecrets of my ſoul; — 
Whilſt ſhe expreſs her height of amity, 


4 i 


The REFLECTION. | 
JH with what pleafure did 1 paſs away 


46 The toa ſwift courſe of the delightful day? 


« What joys 1 found in being a ſlave 
« To every conquering ſmile ſhe pave, 


« Whole every ſweetneſs wou IN 


„ The cynic and the fool with ove; 
« Alas, I needed no more fire. it 
% Who did its height already prove: 4 
« Ah my Aminta ! had I been content 


„ With this degree of raviſhment, 
% With the ner. ſatisfy'd delight I took 
*« Only to prattle love, to ſi = and look,, 
« With. the dull 76s PE kiſs for. kiſs, -_ 
% And neveraim'd at hi —— r 
«© With all the Tant eee Javers. make, 
« When they their little covenants break: 
To theſe. ſad * of death I'd not been hurra 
« And thou 5 ſtill have bleſs d the drooping 
wor 


« Yet love's inſatiate luxury 


« Still will d reveaPFd the unknown myſtery. 


is But though my nledfareswere thusvaſtand wy 
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But ſtill Lore importun' d, nor cou'd Left, 

So often, and impatiently he preſt 

That I the lovely Virgin wou'd invite 

To the ſp worſhipp'd Temple of Delight. 

y all the lover's arts I ſtrove to move, 

And watch the ſofteſt minutes of her love, 
Which againſt all my vows and prayers were proof, 
Alas ſhe fov' d, but did not love enough: 

And I cgu'd no returns but anger get, 

Her heart was not entirely conquer d yet: 

| For liking, I miſtoak her complaiſance, 5 
And that for Love, when twas her confidence. 
But twas not long my ſighs I did employ 

* Pefore ſhe rais'd me to the heinhe of joy. 

And all my fears and torments to remove, 

| Yields I ſhould lead her to the Court of Love. 
Here, Lycidas, thou thinks me ſure and ble 
With recompence for all my paſt unreſt; 

But fortune ſmil'd the eaſier to deſtroy, 

| She's leſs incanſtant than a lover's joy : 5 
For whilſt our chariot wheels out- ſtript the wind, 
Leaving all thought of mortal cares behind; 

| Whilit we ſat gazing ſull of new ſurprize, 

* Exchanging fouls from either's darting eyes, 

Wie encounter d one who ſeem'd of great command, 
Who feiz'd the reins with an all- pow'rſul hand: 
Awful his looks, but rude in his add reſs, 

And his authority roughly did expreſs; 

His violent hand, he on Aminta laid, 

And out of mine ſnatch'd the dear trembling maid; 
So ſuddenly as hinder'd my defence, 

And ſhe cov'd only ſay in parting thence--=- 
Forgive, Lyſander, what by force I do, 
Since nothing elſe can rayiſh me from you; 
„Make no reſiſtance, I obey Deyoir. | # 


Who values not thy tears, thy force gr prayer, 
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Where to purſue the injurious fugitive. 
Raving, that way I did my haſte direct, 


With folded arms, with weeping eyes declin'd, 1 7 


« Retain thy faith and love Aminta ſtill., 2, 
«« Since ſhe abandons thee againft her will.“ fav 
Immoveable I ftood with this ſurprize, | Fror 

Nor durſt reply ſo much as with my eyes. | Her 
I ſaw her go, but was of ſenſe bereav'd; | Cov 
And only knew from what I heard I liv'd; E Wh 


Yes, yes, I heard her laſt commands, and thence I wi. 


By violent degrees retriev'd my ſenſe. 
Ye Gods! in this your mercy was fevere, 


You might have ipar'd the uſeleſs favour here. 


But the firſt thoughts my reaſon did conceive, 


But once more met the reverend Reſpect, 
From whom I ſtrove myſelf to difengage, 


And feign'd a calmneſs to diſguiſe my rage. 140 : 
In vain was all the cheat he ſoon perceiv'd, uy 
Spight of my ſmiles, how much, and why griev'd; . y 
Saw my deſpairs, and what I meant to do, lu „ 
And begg'd I wou'd the raſh deſign forego s I E 
A thouſand dangers he did repreſent, 4 J 
To vin me from the deſperate attempt. 4 V 

L ever found his counſel juſt and good, | 
And now reſolv'd it ſhou'd not be withſtood; « 8 
Thus he o'ercame my rage, but did not free Wu x 
My foul from grief's more painful tyranny; WF: B 
Grief, tho more ſoft, did not leſs cruel prove, . , 
_ Madneſs is eafier far than hopeleſs love y 
I parted thus, but knew not what to do, Wc 5; 
Nor where I went, nor did I care to know; 70 


I ſearch the unknown ſhade I cou'd not find, 
And mix'd my conſtant fighs with flying wind. 
By ſlow unſteady ſteps the paths I trace, 
Which undefign'd conduct me to a place 

Fit for a ſoul diſtreſs d, obſcur'd with ſhade, 
Lonely and fit for love and forrow made; 
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The murmuring boughs themſelves together twiſt, 
And 'twou'd allow to grief herſelf ſome reſt; 
| Inviron'd tis with lofty mountains round. 
From whence the ecchoes, ſighs, and cries rebound; 
Here in the midſt and thickeſt of the wood, 
Cover'd with bending ſhades a caſtle itood, 
Where Abience that dejeted maid remains, 
| Who nothing but her ſorrow entertains. 


ABSENCE. 
T ER mourning languid eyes ate rarely ſhown, 
| H Unleſs to dose iced like her 3 
Her lone apartment all obſcure as night, 
Diſcover'd only by a glimmering light: 
Weeping ſhe fat her face with grief diſmay d, 
Which all its natural ſweetneſs has decay d; | A 
„vet in deſpight of grief there does appear 0 | Wi. 


„The ruin'd monuments of what was fair, 

„ Fer love and grief had took poſſeſſion there. 

„ Theſe made her old without the aid of years; 

% Worn out, and faint with lingring hopes and N 

A | EY, 1 

dhe ſeldom anſwers ought but with her tears. 

No train attends, ſhe only is obey'd 

„By Melancholy, that ſoft ſilent maid; 

„A maid that fits her humour every way, 

„With whom ſhe paſſes all the tedious day: 

No other object can her mind content, 

She feeds and flatters all her languiſhment; ; 

The noiſy ſtreams that from high mountains fall, {20 

And water all the neighbouring flow'ry vale: _ 1 

The murmurs of the rivulets that glide 

« Againſt the bending ſedges on the ſide; 

Of mournful birds the ſad and tuneful notes, 

The bleats of ſtraggling lambs, and new-yeand Wi 
eee, | 8 4 
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« Who to his injur'd pafſion fits his ſtrain, 


% Is all the harmony her ſoul can entertain,” 


« The diſtaft pipe of ſome lone tuountaln rata, | 


On a ſtrict league of friendſhip we agree, 


For I was ſad, and as forlorn as ſhe; 


To all ber humours I conrorm my own, 


Together ſigh, together weep and moan ; 


Like her to woods and fountains I retreat, 
And urge the pitying ecchoes to repeat 


My tale of love, and at each period found 
Aminta's name, and bear it all around, 


 Whilſtliſtning voices do the charm reply, 


And loft in mixing air together fie. 
There minutes like dull days creep ſlowly on, 


And every day I drag an age alonn z 
| The coming hours cou'd no more pleaſures haſte, 


Than thoſe fo inſupportably I'd paſt. 

I ray'd, I wept, I wiſh'd, but all in vain, 

The diſtant maid nor ſaw nor eas d my pain; 
With my ſad tale each tender bark I fill, 

'T his---ſoft complaints, and that---my ravings tell, 
This bears Win curſes on my cruel fate, 

And bleiſings on the charming virgin, that; 

The willow by the lonely ipring that grows, 

A id o'er the ſtream bends his fate boughs : 

I call Lyſander;; they like him I find. 
Murmur and ruffted are with every Wind. 


On the young ſpringiagbeech that's flreightaiid tall 


I carve her name, and that Aminta call; 


But where ſee an oak that climbs above 


The'reſt, and grows the monſter of the grove, 


W hoſe pow'rful arms when aiding winds do blow, 
Daſh all the tender rwining ſhades below, 


And even in calms'malicioufly do ſpread, 


Tha thought beneath can thrive; embrace or breed; 
Whoſe miſchĩefs far exceed his fancy d good. 


Honour I call bim, tyrapt of the wood. 


6c 


cc 


sE CC 


k cc 


E 66 


EF CC 
| (c 
c ( 
| 


8 CC 


cc 


Mrs. B E HN. 97 
Thus 1 rove from thought to thought without relief: 
A change 'tis true, but 'tis from grief to grief; 
Which when above my ſilence they prevail, 
Whith love Pm froward, on my fortune rail, 
And to the winds breathe my neglected tale, 


To LOVE. 
. 


cc Fou Love thy pretty flatteries ceaſe, 
That feeble hope you give 
<« Unleſs *twou'd make my happineſs, 
„In vain dear boy, in vain you ſtrive, 
« It cannot keep my tortur 'd heart alive. 
II. 

Tho thou ſhou'dſt give me all the joys 
Luxurious monarchs do poſſeſs, | 
Without Aminta tis but empty noiſe, 1 
Dull and infipid happineſs; 
And you in vain invite me to a feaſt, 
Where my Aminta cannot be a gueſt. 


III. 


« x> glorious trifles, I renounce ye all, 

| © Since ſhe no part of all your ſplendour makes: 

| © Let the dull unconcern'd obey your call, 

| © Let the gay fop, who his pert courtſhip takes 

| © For love, whiltt he profanes. your deity, 

Be charm'd and pleas'd with all your neceſſary 
vanity. 
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IV. | % | 


_ <« But give me levve; whoſe foul s. inſpir'd 
With ſacred, but deſpairing love, 5 4 
J Todie from all your noiſe retir'd, | {| 


And buried lie within this ſilent grove. | {10 
Voi, = K . 1 
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Fer whilft I live my ſoul's a prey 

To iniignthcant deſires, 
«« Whilſt thou, fond God of Love and Play, 
„With all thy darts, with all thy uſeleſs fires, 
« With all thy wanton flatteries cannot charm, 


< Nor yet the frozen-hearted virgin warm. 


V. 


<< Others by abſence cure their fire, 
„ Me it enrages more with pain 
4% Each thought of my Aminta blows it higher, 
And diſtance ſtrengthens my deſire; 
% faint with wifhing, fince 1 with in vain. 
Either be gone, fond Love, or let me _ 
« Hopeleſs defire admits no other remedy.” 


Here tas the height of cruelty I prov'd, 


Hy abſence from the facred maid I . . 
And here had dy'd, but that Love found a my 15 


Some letters from Ami nta to convey, 

Which all the tender marks of pity gave, 

And hope enough to make me with. to live. 
From duty now the lovely maid is freed, 

And calls me from my lonely ſolitude: 

\ hoſe crue} memory in a moments {pace | 

Ibbe thoughts of coming pleaſures quite deface; 

With an impatient lover's hafte I flew 

Do the vaſt bleſſing Love had ſet in view, 

But oh I found Aminta in aplace 

Where never any lover happy was! 


RIFALS. 


15 Rae ds eall, a village where 
The inhabitants in fury ſtill appear; 
Malicious paleneſs, or a generous red, 


Oer er wy angry face 1s ſpread, 


e 


; % Gloomy and fullen with diffembled pain, 


i With pain J heard her talk and langh aloud, 
And deal ker freedoms to the greedy crowd. 5 
I curs'd her ſmiles, and envy'd every look, 
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6 Their eyes are either ſmiling with diſdain, 
Or hercely glow with raging fire. 


Love in the heart, revenge in the deſire: 
„ Combats, duels, challenges, 
« Ts the diſcourſe, and all the bus' neſs there. 
« Reſpect of blood, nor ſacred friendthip ties 
« Can reconcile the civil war: 
Rage, horror, death, and wild deſpair, ' 
„Are fall rencounter d, and ſtill practis d there,” 


Twas here the lovely cruel maid I found, 
Incompaſs'd with a thouſand lovers round; 

At my approach I ſaw their bluthes rite, 

And they regarded me with angry eyes. 

Aminta too, or elſe my fancy 'twas, 

Receiv'd me with a ſhy and cold addreſs, ; 
cou d not ſpeak---but ſigh'd, retir'd and bow'd; } 


And ſwore it was too kind whate'er ſhe ſpoke; 
Condemn'd her air, raiFd on her ſoft addreis, 
And vow'd her eyes did her falſe heart confeſs, 
And vainly wiſh'd their charming beauties leſs, 
A ſecret hatred in my ſou! I bear 

Againſt theſe objects of my new deſpair; 

[ waited all the day, and all in vain; 

Not one lone minute ſnatch'd to eaſe my pain; 


Her lovers went and came in ſuch a ſort, | 7 
[t rather ſeem'd Love's office than his court, 
Made for eternal bus'neſs, not his ſport. \ 


Love ſaw my pain, and found my rage grew high, 


And led me off to lodge at jealouſy. | | 
B 2. # 
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FEALOUSY. 
1 


| „ A PaLacz that is more uneaſy far 
| hh Than thoſe of Cruelty and Abſence are: 
j +: 'Fhere conſtant thow'rs of hail and rains do flow, 
{© Continual murmuring winds around do blow; 
Eternal thunder rowling in the air, 
And thick dark hanging clouds the day obſcure; 
«« Whoſe ſullen dawn all objects multiplies, 
And renders things that are not to the eyes. 
# Frantoms appear by the dull gloomy light, 
F i That with ſuch ſubtil art delude the ſight, 
4 « "That one can fee no object true or right. 
* I here tranſported and impatient grow, 
| And all things out of order do; 
* © Iaſty and peeviſh every thing I ſay, 
| Gufpicion and diſtruſt my paflions ſway, 
F % And bend all nature that uncaſy Way. 


II. 


« A thouſand ſerpents gnaw the heart, 
«© A thouſand viſions fill the eyes, | 
And deaf to all that can relief impart, 
_« We hate the counſel of the wie, 
„» And ſenſe, like tales of lunaticks, deſpiſe: | 
% Faithleſs as couzen'd maids, by men undone, 1 
« And obſtinate as new religion, = 
As full of error, and falſe notion too, ? 
« As dangerous, and as politick; _ = « 
«© As humourous as a beauty without wit, 1 
« As vain and fanciful in all we do: = 
« .--Thus wreck the ſoul, as if it did conceal 
by 15 n which by torturing t'wou'd re- 
RW veal,” — 5 1 
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Reſtleſs and wild, ranging each field and grove, 
meet the author of my painful love; 

But ſtill ſurrounded with a numerous train 

Of lovers, whom Love taught to ſigh and fawn, 
At my approach my ſoul all trembling flies, 
And tells its ſoft reſentment at my eyes: 

My face all pale, my ſteps unſteady fall, 

And faint confuſion ſpreads itſelf o'er all. 

I liſten to each low-breath'd word ſhe ſays, 
And the returns the happy anſwerer pays: 
When catching half the ſenſe, the reſt invent, 
And turn it ſtill to what will moſt torment; 

If any thing by whiſpers ſhe impart, 

'Tis mortal, tis a dagger at my heart; 

And every ſmile, each motion, geſture, ſign, 
In favour of ſome lover I explain: 

When I am abſent, in ſome rival's arms 

I fancy ſhe diſtributes all her charms, 

And if alone I find her, ſighing cry, 

« Some happier lover ſhe expects than 1.” 

So that I did not only jealous grow 

Of all I ſaw, but all I fancy'd too. 


i 


Te COMPLAINT. 


J. 7 

Fe CY in my jealous tranſports I wou'd cry, 
9 Ye happy ſhades, ye happy bow'rs, 
*« Why ſpeaks ſhe tenderer things to you than me? 
« Why does ſhe ſmile, careſs and praiſe your flow- 

ert! | DAE 
“Why ſighs ſhe (opening buds) her ſecrets all 

Into your fragrant leaves? 
* Why does ſhe to her aid your ſweetneſs call, 

Let take leſs from you than ſhe gives? 

1 
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Cc 
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40 


ce 
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cc 


Why on your beds mult you be happy made, 
And be together with Aminta laid? a 
You from her hands and lips may kiſſes take, 
And never meet reproaches from her pride; 
A thouſand raviſhing ſtealths may make, 


And even into her ſofter boſom glide, 


And there expire! oh happy rival flowers, 
How vainly do I wiſh my fate like yours? 


II. 


Tell me, ye ſilent groves, whoſe gloom invites 


The lovely charmer to your ſolitudes? 
Tell me for whom ſhe languiſhes and ſighs? 


For whom ſhe feels her ſoft inquietudes? 
Name me the youth for whom ſhe makes her 


„„ | RE 
How ſhe has breath'd it oft amongſt your liſten- 
ing boughs? 5 85 
Oh happy confidents of her amours, 
How vainly do I wiſh my fortune bleſs'das yours. 


III. 


Oh happy brooks, oh happy rivulets 
And ſprings that in a thouſand windings move; 
Upon your banks how oft Aminta hits, 

And prattles to you all her tale of love: 


 Whilit your ſmooth ſurface little circles bears 


From the impreſſions of her falling tears, 

And as you wantonly reflecting pals, 

Glide o'er the lovely image of her face; 
And ſanctifies your ſtream, which as you run, 


You boaſt in murmurs to the banks along. 


Dear ſtreams! to whom ſhe gives her ſofteſt 
5 3 hours, | . 5 
How vainly do I wiſh my happineſs like yours. 


Sometimes I raid again, and wou'd upbraid, 


Reproachſully, the charming fickle maid: 


©  _ a - * 
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Sometimes I vow'd to do't no more, 

But one, vain, ſhort-liv'd hour, 
Wou'd perjure all I'd ſworn before, 

And damn my tancy'd pow'r. 
Sometimes the ſullen fit wou'd laſt 

A tedious live-long day: | 
But when the wrecking hours were paſt, 


With what impatience wou'd J haſte, 


And at her feet weep my neglect away. 
Quarrels are the reſerves Love keeps in ſtore, 
Jo aid his flames, and make em burn the more, 


The PENTTE NT. 


I. 


10 WE rigour arm yourſelf (I cry'd) 

et It is but juſt and fit; 

] merit all this treament from your pride, 
«« All the reproaches of your wit; 

„ Put on the cruel tyrant as you will, 

«« But know my tender heart adores you ſtill. 


II. 


« And been ſo infolent to let you know 
It did complain, and rave, and rail'd at you; 
<« Yetall the while by every God I ſwear 
« By every pow'r pitying the wretched here; 
By all thoſe charms that diſengage 
My foul from the extreams of rage; 
“ Byall the arts you have to fave and kill, 
« My faithful tender heart adores you ſtill. 


«© And yet that heart has murmur'd too, ( | 
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III. X 


& But oh you ſhou'd excuſe my ſoft complaint, 
« Even my wild ravings too prefer, 
« I figh, I burn, I weep, I faint, 
« And vent my paſſions to the air; 
« Whilſt all my torment, all my care 

c Serves but to make you put new graces on, 
« You laugh and rally my deſpair, 

« Which to my rivals render you more fair; 


And but the more confirms my being undone: 


«« Sport with my pain as gaily as you will, | 
«. My fond, my tender heart adores you ſtill.“ 


My differing paſſions thus did never ceaſe 
Till they had touch'd her ſoul with tenderneſs; 
My rivals now are baniſh'd by degrees, 


And with 'em all my fears and jealouſies, 


And all advanc'd as if deſign'd to pleaſe. 


The City of LOVE. 


T N this vaſt iſle a famous city ſtands, 


Who for its beauty all the reſt commands, 


Built to delight the wondering gazer's eyes, 
Of all the world the great metropolis. 
Call'd by Love's name; and here the charming God 
When he retires to pleaſure, makes abode; | 


*Tis here both art and nature ſtrive to ſhew 
W hat pride, expence, or Luxury can do, 
'To make it raviſhing and awful to: 
All nations hourly thither do reſort, 
'To add a ſplendor to this glorious court; 
'The young, the old, the witty, and the wiſe, 


- The fair, the ugly, laviſh, and preciſe; 
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Cowards and brave, the modeſt, and the loud, 
Promiſcuouſly are blended in the croud. 

From diſtant ſhores young kings their courts remove 
To pay their homage to the God of Love, 

Where all their ſacred awful majeſty, 

Their boaſted and their fond divinity, 

Loſe their vaſt force; as leſſer lights are hid, 
When the fierce God of day his beauties ſpread. 
The wondering world for Gods did Kings adore, 
| Till Love confirm'd them mortal by his pow'r; 
And in Love's court do with their vaſlals live, 
Without or homage or prerogative: 

Which the young God not only blind muſt ſhew, 
But as defective in his judgment too. 


LOVE TEMPLE. 


M [DST this gay court a famous temple ſtands, 
E Old as the univerſe which it commands; 
For mighty Love a ſacred being had 

| Whilit yet 'twas chaos, e'er the world was made, . 
And nothing was compos'd without his aid. 
Agreeing attoms by his pow'r were hurl'd, 

And Love and harmony compos'd the world. 
Iiis rich, 'tis ſolemn all! divine, yet gay! | 
From the jemm'd roof the dazzling lights diſplay, ö 
And all below inform without the aids of day. ). 
All nations hither bring rich offerings, 

And 'tis endow'd with gifts of love-ſick kings. 

| Upon an altar (whole unbounded ſtore 

Has made the rifled univerſe ſo poor, 

Adorn'd with all the treaſure of the ſeas, 

More than the fun in his vaſt courſe ſurveys) 

| Was plac'd the God! with every beauty form'd, 
Ol ſmiling youth, but naked, unadorn'd. 

1 His painted wings diſplay'd, his bow laid by, 

| (For here Love needs not his artillery.) _ 
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One of his little hands aloft he bore, 

And graſp'd a wounded heart that burnt all o'er, 
Tow'rds which he look'd with lovely laughing eyes, 
As pleas'd and vain with the fond ſacrifice, 

The other pointing downward ſeem' d to ſay, 
„Here at my feet your grateful victims lay:“ 
Whilſt on a golden tablet o'er his head. 

In diamond characters this motto ſtood, 

+ Behold the power that conquers every God.” 
'The temple gates are open night and day, 
Love's votaries at all hours devotions pay, 


A prieſt of Hymen gives attendance near, 


But very rarely ſhews his function here: 
For prieſts cou'd ne'er the marriage-cheat improve, 
Were there no other laws but thoſe of love! 
A ſlavery generous heav'n did ne'er deſign, 
Nor did its firſt lov'd race of men confine; 
A trick, that prieſts whom avarice cunning made, 
Did firſt contrive, then ſacred did perſuade, 
'That on their numerous and unlucky race 
They might their baſe-got wealth ſecurly place. 
Curſe--cou'd they not their own looſe race inthrall, 
But they muſt ſpread the infection over all: 
That race, whoſe brutal heat was grown ſo wild, 
That even the ſacred porches they defil'd, 
And raviſh'd all that for devotion came, | 
Their function, nor the place, reſtrains their flame. 
But lov's foft votaries no ſuch injuries fear, 
No pamper'd Lewites are in penſion here; | 
Here are no fatted lambs to ſacrifice, 
No oil, fine flower, or wines of mighty price, 
The ſubtil holy cheats to gormondize. 
Love's ſoft religion knows no tricks nor arts, 
All the attoning offerings here are hearts. 

The myſtery's filent without noiſe or ſhew, ) 
In which the holy man has nought to do, 
The lover is both prieſt and victim too, 
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: Hither with little force I did perſuade 
My lovely timoroufly yielding maid, 
Implor'd we might together tacrifice, 
And the agrees with bluſhing down-caſt eyes; 
'Twas then we both our hearts an offering made, 
Which at the feet of the young God we laid: 
With equal flames they burnt, with equal joy, 
But with a fire that neither did deitroy; 
Soft was its force, and ſympathy with them | 
Diſpers'd itſelf through every trembling limb 
We cou'd not hide our tender new ſurpriſe, | 
We languiſh'd and-confeſs'd it with our eyes; 
Thus gaz'd we---when the ſacrifice perform'd, 
We found our hearts entire---but ſtill they burn, 
But by a bleſſed change in taking back 
The lovely virgin did her heart miſtake: 
| Her baſhful eyes favour'd Love's great deſign, 
I took her burning victim, and ſhe mine. 
Thus, Lycidas, without conſtraint or art, 
| I reign'd the monarch of Awinta 's heart; 
My great my happy title ſhe allows, 
And makes me lord of all her tender vows. 
All my paſt griefs in coming joys were drown'd, 
And with eternal pleaſure I was crown'd; 
| My bleſſed hours in the extreme of joy, 4 
With my ſoft languiſher I fill employ; 1 
| When I am gay Love revels in her eyes, 9 
When ſad- there the young God all panting lies. 
A thouſand freedoms now ſhe does impart, | 
| Shews all her tenderneſs diſrob'd of art, 


But oh! this cou'd not fatisfy my heart. | Y 
A thouſand anguiſhes that ſtill contains, 4p | 
It ſighs, and heaves, and pants with pleaſing pains. 
Me look, and kiſs, and preſs with new deſire, 
} WW Whilſt every touch blows the unuſual fire, 
For Love's laſt myſtery was yet conceal'd, 
| Which both -=_ languiſh'd for, both wiſh'd re- | 
veal'd: ; 


/ 
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Which I preſs'd on 
With all the efforts weak of dying pride, 
Which ſtruggled long for empire in her ſoul, 
Where it was wont to rule without controul. 
But conquering Love had got poſſeſſion now, 
And open'd every ſally to the toe: 

And to ſecure my doubting happineſs, 
Permits me lead her to the bow'r of bliſs. 
That bow'r that does eternal pleaſures yield, 
Where Pſyche firſt the God of Love beheld: 
But oh, in entering this ſo bleſs'd abode, 

All gay and pleas'd as a triumphant God, 

I new unlook'd for difficulties meet, 
Encountring Honour at the ſacred gate. 


HONOUR. 
I. 


cc 


The ſacred bow'r does ſtill appear; 
All day it haunts the hallow'd ground, 
% And hinders lovers entering there. 
ce It rarely ever takes its flight, 
« Butin the ſecret ſhades of night. 


c Silence and gloom the charm can ſooneſt end, 


« And are the luckieſt hours to lay the fiend: 
Then tis the viſion only will remove, 
6 With incantations of ſoft vows of love. 


II. 


„ But as a God he's worſhipp'd here 
„ HBuy all the lovely, young, and fair, 
<< Who all their kind deſires controul, 
And play the tyrant o'er the ſoul: 
His chiefett attributes are pride and ſpight, 
His pow'r is robbing lovers of delight, 


and faintly ſhe deny'd, 


«c He amighty phantom! which around 


9 a _ as aac. 
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C An enemy to human kind, 
« But moſt to youth ſev ere; 
« As age ill-natur'd, and as ignorance blind, 
«« Boaſting, and baffled too, as cowards are; 
« Fond in opinion, obſtinately wiſe, 


« Fills the whole world with bus'neſs and with 
noiſe. | 
1 HI. | 
% Where wert thou born? from what didft thou 
begin? | 
* And what ſtrange witchcraft brought thy max- 
ims in? 15 „ 
% What hardy fool firſt taught thee to the croud? 
« Or who the duller ſlaves that firſt believ d? 
“Some woman fure, il|-natur'd, old, and proud, 
« Too ugly ever to have been deceiv'd; 
| © Unſkill'd in love, in virtue, or in truth, 
| © Preach'd thy falſe notions firſt, and fo debauch'd 
| our youth. 
IV. 
« And as in other ſectaries you find, 
« His votaries molt conſiſt of woman-kind, 
* Who throng tadore the neceſſary evil, 
« But moſt for fear, as Indians do the devil. 
„ Peeviſh, uneaſy all; for in revenge, 
« Love ſhoots em with a thouſand darts. 
They feel, but not confeſs the change; 
«© Their falſe devotion cannot ſave their hearts. 
«© Thus while the idol Honour they obey, 
gift time comes on, and blooming charms decay, 
And ruin'd beauty does too late the cheat betray.” 


| This goblin here----the lovely maid alarms, 
And ſnatch'd her, even from my trembling arms, 
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With all the pow'r of nonſenſe he commands, 
Which ſhe for mighty reaſon underſtands. 
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Aminta fly, he cries! fly heedleſs maid, 

For if thou enter'ſt this bewitching ſhade, 

Thy flame, content, and lover, all are loſt, 

And thou no more of him, or ſame ſhall boaſt, 

The charming pleaſure ſoon the youth will cloy, 

And what thou wouldft preſerve, thou wilt de- 
ſtroy. 

Oh hardy maid by too much love undone, 

Where are thy modeſty and bluſhes gone? 

Where's all that virtue made thee ſo ador'd? 


For beauty ſtripp'd of virtue grows abhorr'd: 


Dies like a lower whoſe ſcent quick poiſon gives, 
Though every ae glory paints its leaves 
Oh fly, fond maid, fly that falſe happineſs, 
That will attend thee in the bower of bliſs.” 


Thus ſpoke the phantom, while the liſtening maid 
Took in the fatal counſel, and obey'd: , 
Frighted the flies even from the temple door, 

And left me fainting on the ſacred floor: 

Love ſaw my griefs, and to my.reſcue came, 
Where on his boſom thus I did complain. 


„% Ss. 
\ Ba ee Lyſander, for the lovely maid, 


To whom thy ſacred vows were paid; 


Regardleſs of thy love, thy youth, thy vows, 
The dull advice of honour the perſues. 


Oh ſay, my lovely charmer, where 
« Is all that ſoftneſs gone 


Four tender voice and eyes did wear, 


&C 


„ \When firſt I was undone? | 
Oh whither are your ſighs and kiſſes fled? 
Where are thoſe claſping arms, 5 


That left me oft with pleaſures dead 


% With their exceſs of charms? 
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“% Where is the killing language of thy tongue, 
& That did the raviſh'd ſoul ſur prize: 

« Where is that tender rhetorick gone, 

« That flow'd ſo ſoftly in thy eyes? 

„That did thy heavenly face ſo ſweetly dreſs, 
« 'That did thy wondrous foul ſo well expreſs? 
« All fled with honour on a phantom loſt; 

« Where youth's vaſt ſtore muſt periſh unpoſſeſt, 
« Ah my dear boy, thy loſs with me bemoan, 
„The lovely fugitive's with Honour gone!“ 


As ſwift as lightning through the yielding ſkies, 
Where Honour bore away the trembling prize. 
There at her feet the little charmer falls, 

And to his aid his powerful ſoftneſs calls; 

Aſſails her with his tears, his ſighs and cries, 
Th'unfailing language of his tongue and eyes. 
« Return, ſaid he, return, oh fickle maid, 


Love weeping ſpread hiswings, and mounting flies 


ö «« Who ſolid joys abandon'ft for a ſhade; 
Turn and behold the ſlaughter of thy eyes; 


« Sce---the heart-broken youth all dying lies. 
„% Why doſt thou follow this fantaſtick ſprite? 
«© This faithleſs ignis fatuus of the light? | 
„This foe to youth, and beauty's worſt diſeaſe, 


© Tyrant of wit, of pleaſure, and of eaſe; 
Of all ſubſtantial harms he author is, 
But never pays us back one ſolid bliſs. 


«« .---You'll urge, your fame is worth a thouſand 
JOYS; 


| © Deluded maid, truſt not to empty noiſe, 

A ſound, that for a poor eſteem to gain 

e Damns thy whole life Cuneaſineſs and pain. 
| © Miſtaken virgin, that which pleaſes me 

| © cannot by another taſte and ſee; 
And what's the praiſe of all the world to vhee? 


No, no, return with me and there receive | 
What poor, what ſcanted Honour cannot give, 


as 
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*+ Starve not thoſe charms that were for pleaſure 
| made, . 

„Nor unpofleſs'd let the rich treaſure fade. 

++ When time comes on, Honour, that empty 

word, 

3* Will leave thee then fore-ſlighted age to guard, 

46 Honour, as other faithleſs lovers are, | 

Is only dealing with the young and fair; 

'* Approaching age makes the falſe hero fly, 


He's honour with the young, but with the old 
| Neceſſity.“ 


_ --- Thus ſaid the God! and all the while he ſpoke, 


Her heart new fire, her eyes new ſoftneſs took, 

Now cries, “ I yield, I yield the victory! 

Lead o n, young charming boy, I follow thee, 

Lead to Lyſander, quickly let's begone, _ 

«+ I am reſolv'd to love, and be undone. 

I muſt not, cannot love at cheaper rate, 

Love is the word, Ly/ander, and my fate.” 
Thus to my arms Love brought the trembling. 

maid, 

Who, on my boſom ſighing, ſoftly ſaid ; | 

Take charming vitor--what you muſt--ſubdue-- 

- *Tis Love---and not Aminta gives it you, 

Love that o'er all and every part does reign, 

And I ſhould plead---and ſtruggle---but in vain; 

Take what a yielding virgin can beſtow, 

J am diſarm'd of all reſiſtance now.”------ _ 

Then down her cheeks a tender ſhower did glide, 

"Che trophies of my victory, joy and pride: 

** She yields, ye Gods, (I cry'd) and in my arms. 

Gives up the wondrous treafure of her charms. 

-----Tranſported to the bower of bliſs we hie, 

But once more met Reſpect upon the way, 

But not as heretofore with mien and grace 

All formal, but a gay and ſmiling face; 

A different ſort of air his looks now wears, 

Gallant and joyful every part appears, 
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And thus he fad - 


« Go happy lovers, perfect the deſires | 
« That fill two hearts that burn with equal fires; 
« Receive the mighty recompence at laſt 
„ Of all the anxious hours you've paſt. 
« Enter the bower where endleſs pleaſures flow, 
« Young joys, new raptures all the year, 
e Reſpect has nothing now to do, 
% He always leaves the lover here. 
« Young loves attend and here ſupply all want, 
In ſecret pleaſures I'm no confidant.” 


Reſpect here left me; and he ſcarce was gone, 
But I perceiv'd a woman haſting on. 
Naked ſhe came; all lovely, and her hair 
Was looſely flying in the wanton air: 
Love told me *twas Occaſion, and if I | 
The ſwift- pac'd maid ſhou'd paſs neglected by, 
My love, my hopes and induſtry were vain, 
For ſhe but rarely &er return'd again. 
I ſtopp'd her ſpeed, and did implore her aid, 
Wich granted, ſhe Aminta did perſuade 
into the palace of true joys to haſte, 
E And:thither *twas we both arriv'd at laſt. 
= Oh Lycidas, no mortal ſenſe affords, 
1; WE Nowit, no eloquence can furniſh words 
Fit for the ſoft deſcription of the bower, 
Some love-bleſs'd God in the triumphant hour 


2, | Can only gueſs, can only ſay what tis; 
Vet even that God bur faintly wou'd expreſs - 
„ Tbunbounded pleaſures of the bower of bliſs. 


. A flight, a poor idea may be given 
Like that we fancy when we paint a heaven: 
As ſolid chryſtal, diamonds, ſhining gold, 
May image light that is not to be told. 
To vulgar ſenſes Love like heaven ſhou'd be 
(To make it more ord) a myſtery: _ 
3 | 15 | 
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Eternal powers! whene'er I ſing of Love, 

And the delightful ſong immortal prove; . 

To pleaſe my wandering ghoſt when I am dead, 
Let none but lovers the ſoft ſtories read; 

Praiſe from the wiſe and brave I'll not implore; 
Liſten ye lovers all, T aſk no more; 

That where words fail, you may with thought 


_ ſupply, 


if cer ye lov'd like me, or were ſo bleſs d as I. 


be 
Cs 


60 


1 0 


Pountains, wandering brooks, ſoft rills, 


The ProsrecT and Bowes of BLISS. 


1. 


1 bp" all eternal ſpring around, 
| And all the trees with fragrant flowery 
are crown'd; 5 

No clouds, no miſty ſhowers obſcure the light, 

« But all is calm, ſerene, and gay: 

The heavens are dreſt with a perpetual bright, 

And all the earth with everlaſting May. 

Each minute blows the roſe and jeſſamine, 
And twines with new-born eglantine, 

„ Fach minute new diſcoveries bring, 

Of ſomething ſweet of ſomething raviſhing. 


IT, 


That o'er the wantoꝝ pebbles play 
And all the woods with tender murmuring fills, 
„ Inſpiring my love-inciting joy; 


(The ſole, the ſolemn buſineſs of the day) 


Thro' all the groves, the glades and thickets run. 


And nothing fee but love on all their Þaua! 
24,0025 | 5 N 
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& A thouſand flowers of different kinds, 
„The neighbouring meads adorn; 
% Whoſe ſweetneſs ſnatch'd by flying winds, 
« O'er all the bow'r of bliſs is borne; 
«© Whither all things in nature ftrive to bring. 
« All thats ſoft, all that is raviſhing.. 
| III. 
« The verdant banks no other prints retain 
«. But as young lovers, and young loves have 
ain. : . 
« For Love has nothing here to do, 
“ But to be wanton, ſoft, and gay, | 
« And give a laviſh looſe to joy. | 
« His emptied quiver, and his bow. 
% In flow'ry wreaths with roſy garlands crown'dz 
« In myrtle ſhades are hung, 
« As conquerors when the victory's won, 
“ Difpoſe their glorious trophies all around. 
“ Soft winds and echoes that do haunt each grove, 
* Still whiſper, and repeat no other ſongs than love. 
Which round about the ſacred bower they ſing, . 
| © Where ev'ry thing arrives that's ſweet and ra- 


1 8 IV. 
A thouſand gloomy walks the bower contains, 
| _ « Sacred all to mighty Love; „„ 
HA thouſand winditg turns where pleaſure reigns, 
“ Obſcur'd from day, twining boughs above: 
Where Love invents a thouſand plays, | 
«© Where lovers act ten thouſand joys: 
Nature has taught each little bird: 
A ſoft example to afford; 
„ They bill and look, and ſing and love, | 
And charm the air, and charm the grove; 
| 5 Whilſt underneath the raviſh'd ſwain is lying, 
| © Gazing, fighing, preſſing, dying; 


uns. 
mY 
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« Still with new deſire warm'd, . 
« Still with new joy, new rapture charm'd. 
«© Amongſt the green ſoft rivulets do paſs, 


« In winding ſtreams half hid in flowers and graſs, 


« Who purl and murmur as they glide along, 
« And mix their muſick with the ſhepherds pipe 
| and ſong, | | 
« Which echoes through the ſacred bower 
repeat, 
Where ev'ry thing arrives that's raviſhing and 
ſweet. 
e | 1 5 | 
% The virgin here ſhews no diſdain, | 
Nor does the ſhepherd ſigh in vain, 
„This knows no cruelty, nor that no pain: 
4 No youth complains upon his rigorous fair; 
«« No injur'd maid upon her perjur'd dear, 
« *Tis only Love, fond love finds entrance here. 
The notes of birds, the murmuring boughs, 
„% When gentle winds glide through the glades, 
% Soft ſighs of love, and oft breath'd vows, 


The tender whiſperings of the yielding maids; 


« Daſhing fountains, purling ſprings, 

The ſhort-breath'd cries from faint reſiſtance 

ſent: | 

« (Cries which no aid deſires or brings) 

«© The ſoft effects of fear and languiſhment; 
The little ſtruggling of the fair, 

„ The trembling force of the young canqueror, 

„The tender arguments he brings, 
The pretty nonſenſe with which ſhe aſſails, 


« Which as ſhe ſpeaks, the hopes it nought pre- 


vails, 
4 But yielding owns her love above her reaſonings, 
AIs all that's heard: filence and ſhade the reſt. 


« Which beſt with love, which beſt with joys 


Conſiſt, 
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« All which young echoes thro! the bower do ſing, 
66 Where ev'ry thing is heard , that's ſweet and ra · 
| viſhing. 
- | VI. 
4 Receſſes dark, and grotto's all conſpire 
To favour love, and ſoft deſire; 
« Shades, ſprings and fountains, flow'ry beds, } 
« 'To joy invites, to pleaſure leads, 
„% To pleaſure which all human. thought ex- 
ceeds. 5 23 
Heaven, earth, and ſea, here all MI 


% To propogate Love's great deſign, 
© And render the appointments all divine. 
« After long toil, 'tis here the lover reaps, 
« Tranſporting happineſs beyond his hopes; 


| « Tis here fair eyes, all languiſhing impart 

| © The ſecrets of the fond inclining heart; | 
Fine hands and arms for tender preſſings made; 
In Love's dear buſineſs always are imploy'd: 


The ſoft inchantment of the tongue, 


That does all other eloquence controul, 


« Ts breath'd with broken. ſighs among, 
Into the raviſh'd ſhepherds ſoul; _ 


* Whilſt all is taken all is given 


„That can compleat a lover's heaven: 


; « And Jo Peans through the woods do ae 
„ From new-fledg'd Gods in ſongs all raviſhing,” 


Oh my dear Iycidas! my faithful friend, 


Wou' d I cou'd here with all my pleaſures end: 
was heaven!.*twas extaſy-! each minute brought 


New raptures to my ſenſes, ſoul and thought. 


| Each look, each touch, my raviſh'd fancy charm'd, 
| Each accent of her voice my blood alarm'd; 


* 


I pant with every 8 faint with a kiſs, 


{ Oh judge my tranſports then in higheſt bliſs, 


While love and ſpight no kind excuſe affords; 


My low, my ebbing vigour out did haſte. 


| k 
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A while all dead between her arms I lay, 
Unable to poſſeſs the conquer'd joy; 

But by degrees my ſoul its ſenſe retriev'd; 
Shame and confuſion let me know I liv'd. 


I ſaw the trembling diſappointed maid 
With charming angry eyes my fault upbraid, 


My rage and ſoftneſs was above dull words, 
And my misfortune only was expreſt 

By ſighing out my ſoul into her breaſt: 

A thouſand times I breath'd Aminta's name, 
Aminta ! call'd, but that encreas'd my flame, 
And as the tide of love flow'd in ſo faſt, 


But *twas not long thus idly and undone 

J lay, before vaſt ſeas came rowling on, 

Spring-tides of joy, that the rich neighbouring 
„ 


And down the fragrant banks it proudly bore, | 
O'er-flow'd and raviſh'd all great nature's ſtore. | 
Swoln to Juxurious heights, no bounds it knows, 
But wantonly it triumphs where it flows. F 
Some God inform thee of my bleſs'd eſtate, F 
But all their powers divert thee from my fate! F 
*T'was thus we liv'd the wonder of the groves WW . 
Fam'd for our loves, our mutual conſtant loves, . 
Young amorous heroes at her feet did fall, 3 
Diſpair'd and dy'd, whilſt I was lord of all; B 
Her empire o'er my ſoul each moment grew, 8 
New charms each minute did appear in view, 15 
And each appointment raviſhing and new. 140 
Fonder each hour my tender heart became, 95 
And that which us'd tallay increasd my flame. 28 
But on a day, oh may no chearful ray i 
Of the ſun's light bleſs that ſucceeding day! | T 
May the black hours from the account be torn, u 


May no fair thing upon thy day be born! 
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May fate and hell appoint thee for their own, 
May no good deed be in thy circle done! 

May rapes, conſpiracies and murder ſtay 

Till thou com'ſt on, and hatch them in thy day! 


Fond as deſire, and wanton as the air, 
Aminta did with me to the bleſs'd bower repair. 
© Beneath a beachy ſhade, a flow'ry bed, 

| Officious Cupids for our pleaſure ſpread, 

| Where never did the charmer Cer impart | 


---T'was on this day, all joyful, gay and fair, { 


| The fleeting ſoul as quickly diſappears 

As leaves blown off with winds, or falling ſtars; 

And life its flight aſſum'd with ſuch a pace, 

lt took no farewel of her lovely race...” 55 

The fugitive not one beauty did ſurprize, 

lt ſcarce took time to languiſh in her eyes, 

hut on my boſom bow'd her charming head; 
And ſighing bitterly, theſe words ſhe ſaid: 

joy of my ſoul, my faithful tender youth, | 
Lord of my vows, and miracle of truth: ; 
| © Thou ſoft obliger, of thy ſex the beſt, 1 
Thou bleſſing to extreme to be poſſeſt; 

The angry God, deſigning we mult part, 

Now renders back the treaſure of thy heart. 

When in ſome new fair breaſt it finds a room, 

Kd AndI ſhall lie neglected in my tomb, | 
Remember oh remember---the fair ſhe _ 

Can never love thee, darling youth, like me.“ 

Then with a ſigh ſhe ſunk into my breaft, 

| While her fair eyes her laſt farewel expreſt; 
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To aiding Gods I cry'd, but they where deaf, 


And no kind pow'r afforded me relief: 
I call her name, I weep, I rave and faint, 
And none but echoes anſwer my complaint; 


I kits and bathe her ſtiffening face with tears, 
Preſs it to mine, as cold and pale as hers; | 
The fading roſes other lips preſs, 


But no kind word the ſilenc'd prattlers will confeſs; 


Her lovely eyes I kiſs, and Call upon, 


But all their wonted anſwering rhetorick's gone. 


Her charming little hands in vain I aſk, 

Thoſe little hands no more my neck ſhall graſpz ; 
No more about my face her fingers play, 
Nor braid my hair, or the vain curls diſplay ; 
No more her tongue beguiling ſtories tell, 

Whoſe wonderous wit cou'd grace a tale fo well. 
All, all is fled to death's cold manſion gone, 


And I am left benighted and undone, 


And every day my fate is haſting on. 
From the inchanting bower I madly fly, 
That bower that now no more affords me joy, 
Love had not left for me one bliſs in ſtore, 
vince my Aminta cou'd diſpenſe no more. 


_ ----Thence.to a ſilent deſart I advance, » 


And call'd the deſart of remembrance; | 

A ſolitude upon amouutain plac'd, 

All gloomy round, and wondrous high: and waſte, 

From whence Love $ iſland all appears in view, 

And diſtant proſpeQs render near and true; 

Each bank, each bow'r, each dear i inyiting ſhade, 

That to our ſacred love was conſcious made. 

Each flow ry bed, each thicket, and each grove, 

Where J have lain charm'd with Aminta's love; 

(Where e er the chear'd the day, and bleſs d the 
night) 

Eternally are preſent to my ſight, 
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Where e' er I turn, the landſkip does confeſs 
Something that calls to mind paſt happineſs. 
This, Lycidas, this is my wretched ſtate, 

'Tis here I languiſh and attend my fate. 


But Cer I go *twou'd wandrous pleaſure be 


(If ſuch a thing can e'er arrive to me) 

To find ſome pity, Lycidas, from thee. 

Then ſhou' d I take the wing, and upward fly, 
And loſe the fight of this dull world with joy. 


Your LYSANDER, 


Vol. I. M 
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The GOLDEN AGE. 


A PARAPHRASE On a Tranſlation from the French, 


I 


LESS'D Age! when ev'ry purling ſtream 
Ran undiſturb'd and clear, 
When Ms T's ſhepherds on your banks were 

een 
Tortur'd by love, by PR or fear; 
When an eternal ſpring dreſs'd ev'ry bough, 
And bloſſoms fell, by new ones diſpoſſeſt; 
"Theſe their kind ſhade affording all below, 


And thoſe a bed where all below might reſt. | 


The groves apprear'd all dreſs'd with wreaths of 
| flowers . 
And from their leaves dropp'd aromatick ſhowers, 
Whoſe fragrant heads in myſtick twines above, 
Exchang'd their ſweets, and mix d with thouſand 
kiſſes, | 

As if the willing branches ſtrov 

To beautify and ſhade the grove, 

Where the young wanton Gods of Love 
Offer their nobleſt ſacrifice of bliſſes. 


h. 


ere 


| Then bill, chen 
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Calm was the air, no winds blew fierce and loud, 
The ſky was darken'd with no ſullen cloud; 


| But all the heavens laugh'd with continued light, 
| And ſcatter'd round their rays ſerenely bright. 


No other murmurs filPd the ear 
But what the ſtreams and rivers purl'd, 


| When ſilver waves o'er ſhining pebbles curl'd: 


Or when young Zephyrs fann'd the gentle 
breeze, FG | 
Gath'ring freſh ſweets from balmy flow'rs and 
trees, 
Seer 
While to their ſoft and tender play, 
The gray-plum'd natives of the ſhades 
Unwearied ling till love invades, | 
ing again, while love. and muſick 
makes the dax. 


HE. 


The ſtubborn plough had then 
Made no rude rapes upon the virgin earth; 


| Then bore them on their wings to perfume all the 


Who yielded of her own accord her plenteous birth 


Without the aids of men; 
As if within her teeming womb 
All nature and all ſexes lay, 
Whence new creations every day 
Into the happy world did come: 
The roſes fill'd with morning dew, 
Bent-down their loaded heads 1 5 
T adorn the careleſs ſhepherds graſſy beds; 
While ſtill young opening buds each moment 
rew, 


| 5 
| And as thoſe withered, dreſs'd his ſhaded couch 


a-ncW3; | 
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Beneath whoſe boughs the ſnakes ſecurely dwelt, 
Not doing harm, nor harm from others felt; 


With whom the nymphs did innocently play, 
No ſpightful venom in the wantons lay; 


But to the touch were ſoft, and to the ſight were 


Sa). ; 
IV. 


'Then no rough ſound of war's alarms 
Had taught the world the needleſs uſe of arms: 
Monarchs were uncreated then, 
Thoſe arbitrary rulers over men; 
Till then ambition was not known, 
That poiſon to content, bane to repoſe; 
Each ſwain was lord o'er his own will alone, 
His innocence religion was, and laws. 
Nor needed any troubleſome defence 
Againſt his neighbours inſolence. 
Flocks, herds, and every neceſſary good, 
Which bounteous nature had deſign'd for food, 
Whoſe kind increaſe o'er-ſpread the meads and 
| plains, : 
Was then a common ſacrifice to all th'agreeing 
ſwains. | | 


V. 


Right and property were words ſince made, 
When power taught mankind to invade: 
When pride and avarice became a trade; 
Carried on by diſcord, noiſe and wars, 
For which they barter'd wounds and ſcars; 
And to inhance the merchandiſe, miſcall'd it fame; 
And rapes, invaſions, tyrannies, 1 
Was gaining of a glorious name: 
Stiling their ſavage ſlaughters, victories; 
Honour, the error and the cheat 
Of the ill-natur'd buſy great, 


od, 


ind 


ing 


me; 
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Nonſenſe, invented by the proud, 


Fond idol of the laviſh croud, 
Thou wert not known in thoſe bleſs'd days, 


Thy poiſon was not mix'd with their unbounded 


Joys; 
Then it was glory to perſue delight, 


And that was lawful all that pleaſure did i invite; 
Then 'twas the amorous world enjoy'd its reign, 
And tyrant Honour ſtrove tuſurp in vain. 


VI. 


The flow'ry meads, the rivers and the groves, 
Were fil d with little gay-wing'd Loves, 
That ever ſmil'd, and dane'd and play'd, 


And now the woods, and now the ann 5 in⸗ 


vade, 
And where they came all things were gay and 
glad: 
When in the myrtle groves the lovers ſat, 
Oppreſs'd with a too fervent heat, 
A thouſand Cupids fann d their wings aloft, 


And through the boughs the balmy air would waft: 


Whoſe parting leaves diſcover'd all below, 

And every God his own ſoft power admir'd, 

And ſmil's and fann'd, and ſometimes bent hi 
bow, | 

Where cer he ſaw a ſhepherd uninſpir'd. 


The nymphs were free, no nice, no coy diſdain 
| Deny'd their joys, or gave the lover pain 


The yielding maid but kind reſiſtance makes: 

Treabling and bluſhing are not marks of ſhame, 
But the effect of kindling flame: 

Which from the fighing burning ſwain ſhe takes, 

While the with tears all ſoft, and down-caſt eyes, 


| Permits the charming conqueror to win the prizs, 


M 3 
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The lovers thus, thus uncontroul'd did meet, 
Thus all their joys and vows of love repeat: 
Joys which were everlaſting, ever new, 
And every vow invialably true: 
The fopperies of the gown were then not known, 
'Thoſe vain, thoſe politick curbs to keep man in, 
Who by a fond miſtake created that a ſin, _ 
Which free-born we by right of nature claim our 
own. 
Who but the learned and dull moral fool 
Could r foreſeen man ought to live by 
rule! N 


VIII. 
Oh curſed Honour! thou who firſt didſt damn 
A woman to the ſin of ſhame; | 


Honour! that rob'ſt us of our guſt, 
Honour! that hinder'd mankind firſt 


At Love's eternal ſpring to quench bis amorous 


thirſt. | | 
Hondur! who firſt taught lovely eyes the art 

To wound, and not to cure the heart: 
With love to invite, but to forbid with awe, 

And to themſelves preſcribe a cruel law; 

To veil them from the lookers on, | 
When they are ſure. the flave's undone, * 
And all the charming'ſt part of beauty hid; 
Soft looks, conſenting wiſhes, all deny'd. 

It gathers up the flowing hair, | 
That looſely play'd with wanton air. 
The envious net, and ſtinted order hold, 
The lovely curls of jet and ſhining gold. 
No more negleQed on the ſhoulders hurl'd: 
Now dreſs'd to tempt, not- gratify the world, 
Thou miſer, Honour, .hord'ſt the ſacred ftore, 
And ſtarv'ſt thyſelf to keep thy votaries poor. 


us 
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Honour that put'ſt our words that ſhould be free 
Into a ſet formality. 
Thou baſe debaucher of the generous heart, 


That teacheſt all our looks and actions art; 


What love deſign'd a ſacred gift, 

What nature made to be polfels d, 

Miſtaken Honour made a theft, 

For glorious love ſhould be confefs d: 
For when confin'd, all the poor lover gains | 
Is broken ſighs, pale looks, complaints and pains. 
Thou foe to pleaſure, nature's worſt diſeaſe, 

Thou tyrant over mighty kings, 


| What mabeſt thou here in ſhepherds cottages? 
| Why troubleſt thou the quiet ſhades and ſprings? 


Be gone, and make thy fam'd reſort 
'Fo princes palaces; | 
Go deal and chaffer in the trading court, 


| That bufy market for fantaſtick things; 
| Be gone, and interrupt the ſhort retreat 


Of the illuſtrious and the great; 
Go break the politicians ſleep, 
Difturb the gay ambitious fool, > 
That longs for ſceptres, crowns and rule, 


| Which nor his title, nor his wit can keep; 


But let the humble honeſt ſwain go on 

In the bleſs'd paths of the firſt race of man; 
That neareſt were to Gods ally d, > Ru 

And form'd for love alone, diſdain'd all other pride. 


* 


| Bo gone! and let the Golden Age again 


Aſſume its glorious reign; 
Let the young wiſhing maid confeſs 
What all your arts would keep canceal'd: 
The myſtery will be reveal'd, . 
And ſhe in yain denies, whilſt we can gueſs, _/ 
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She only ſhews the jilt to teach man how 
To turn the falfe artillery on the cunning foe. 
Thou empty viſion hence, be gone, 
And let the peaceful ſwain love on; 
The ſwift-pac'd hours of life ſoon ſteal away: 
Stint not, ye Gods, his ſhort-liv'd joy. 
The ſpring decays, but when the winter's gone 
The trees and flowers a- new come on; 
The fun may ſet, but when the night is fled, 
And gloomy darkneſs does retire, 
He riſes from his watry bed; 
All glorious, gay, all dreſs'd in amorous fire. 
But Sylvia, when your beauties fade, 
When the freſh roſes on your cheeks ſhall die, 
Like flow'ers that wither in the ſhade, 
Eternally they will forgotten lie, 
And no kind ſpring their ſweetneſs will ſupply. _ 
When ſnow ſhall on thoſe lovely treſſes lie, 
And your fair eyes no more ſhall give us pain,. 
But ſhoot their pointleſs darts in vain, 
What will your duller Honour ſignify? _ 
Go boaſt it then! and ſee what numerous ſtore 
Of lovers will your ruin'd ſhrine adore. 
Then let us, Hlvia, yet be wiſe, 
And the gay haſty minutes prize: 
'The ſun and ſpring receive but our ſhort light, 
Once ſet, a ſleep brings an eternal night. 


LOVE AR MD. A Sons. 
OVE in fantaſtick triumph ſat, 
Whilſt bleeding hearts around him flow'd, 
For whom freſh pains he did create, | 
And ſtrange tyrannick power he ſhew'd; 
From thy bright eyes he took his fire, 
Which round about in ſport he hurl'd; 
But 'twas from mine he took. deſire 
Enough to undo the amorous world. 


ne 


vd, 


| That ever yet a flock 
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From me he tock his ſighs and tears, 
From thee his pride and cruelty; 
From me his languiſhments and fears, 


| And every killing dart from. thee; | „ | 


Thus thou and I the God have arm'd, 
And ſet him up a Deity; | 


| But my poor heart alone is harm'd, | | 
| Whilſt thine the victor is, and free. | 


The INVITATION. A Sons. 


AM O N, 1 cannot blame your will, 
Tus chance, and not deſign, did kill; 


| For whilſt you did prepare your charms, | 
On purpoſe Slvia to ſubdue: 
I met the arrows as they flew, 

| And ſav'd her from their harms. 


| Alas, ſhe cannot make returns, 
Who for a ſwain already burns; . 

A ſhepherd whom ſhe does careſs 
With all the ſofteſt marks of love; 
And 'tis in vain thou ſeek'ſt to move 
The cruel ſhepherdeſs. | 


Content thee with this victory, 
Think me as fair and young as ſhe: 
Tl make thee garlands all the day, 
And in the groves we'll fit and ſing; 
III crown thee with the pride o'th' ſpring 
When thou art lord of May. 


$COTS SONG. 


W H E N Jemmy firſt began to love 


He was the gayeſt ſwain 
d drove, 
Or danc'd upon the plain. 
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Twas then that I, weys me poor heart, 
My freedom threw away; 
And finding ſweets in every ſmart, 
I cou'd not ſay him nay. 


And ever when he talk'd of love 
He wou'd his eyes decline; | 
And every ſigh a heart would move, 
Gued faith and why not mine? 
He'd preſs my hand, and kiſs it oft, 
In filence Coke his lame. 
And whilſt he treated me thus ſoft, 
I wiſh'd him more to blame. 


Sometimes to feed my flocks with him 
My Jemmy wou'd invite me: 

Where he the gayeſt ſongs wou'd ſing _ 
On purpoſe to delight me: 

And Temmy every grace diſplay d, 
Which were enough I trow, 

To conquer any princely maid, 
So did he me I vow. 


But now for emmy muſt I mourn, 
Who to the wars muſt go; 
His ſheep-hook to a ſword muſt turn, 


Alack, what ſhall I do? 


His bag-pipe into war-like ſounds 
Mutt now exchanged be: : 

Inſtead of bracelets, fearful wounds;. 
Then what becomes of me? 


On a Corr of VERSES made in à DREAM 
and ſent to me in a morning before I was awake. 


MYNTAS, if your wit in dreams 
Can furniſh you with themes, 
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What muſt it do when your ſoul looks abroad, N | 
Quicken'd with agitations of the ſenſe, * 
And diſpoſſeſs' d of ſleep's dull heavy load, fab 
When every ſyllable has eloquence? * | 19 

And if by chance ſuch wounds you make, 
And in your ſleep ſuch welcome miſchiefs do, 

What are your pow'rs when you're awake, 1 
Directed by deſign and reaſon too? if 


I ſlept, as duller mortals uſe, | 1 
Without the muſick of a thought, 4; 
| When by a gentle breath, ſoft as thy muſe, 
J Thy name to my glad ear was brought: 
Anintas] cry d the page And at the ſound 
My liſt'ning ſoul unuſual pleaſure ſound: 

So the harmonious ſpheres ſurprize, 

| Whilſt the all-raviſh'd ſhepherd gazes round, 
And wonders whence the charms ſhould riſe, 

| That can at once both pleaſe and wound. 

| Whilſt trembling J unripp'd the ſeal 

* Of what you'd ſent; e 

My heart with an impatient zeal, 
Without my eyes, would needs reveal 

1 Its bugneſs and intent. | 


| But ſo beyond the ſenſe they were 
| Of every ſcribbling lover's common art, 
That now I find an equal ſhare 
| Of love and admiration in my heart. 
And while I read, in vain I ſtrove 
Jo hide the pleaſure which I took; 
| Bellario ſaw in ev'iry look - 
My ſmiling joy and bluſhing love. 
it, Soft ev'ry word, eaſy each line, and true; 
| Briſk, witty, manly, naps | and gay; 
The thoughts are tender all and new, 
And fancy ev'ry. where does gently play. 
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Amintas, if you thus go on, | 
Like an unwearied conqueror day and night, 
The world at laſt mult be undone, | 
You do not only kill at fight, 
But like a Parthian in your flight. 
Whether you rally or retreat, 
You ſtill have arrows for defeat. 


On a Locker or HAIR wove in à True-Lover's 
HAT means this knot in myſtick order tied, 
And which no human knowledge can di- 


Knot, given me by Sir R. O. 
vide? | 5 
Not the great conqueror's ſword can this undo, 
Whoſe very beauty would divert the blow. 
Bright relique! ſhrouded in a ſhrine of gold; 
Leſs myſt'ry made a Deity of old. 
Fair charmer! tell me by what pow'rful ſpell 
You into this confuſed order fell? 
If magick could be wrought on things divine, 
Some amorous Sybil did ty form deſign: 
In ſome ſoft hour, which the propbetick maid = 
In nobler myſteries of love employ'd, 
Wrought thee a hieroglyphick, to expreſs 
The wanton God in all his tenderneſs. 
Thus ſhaded, and thus all adorn'd with charms, 
Harmleſs, unfledg'd, without offenſive arms, 
He us'd of old in ſhady groves to play, 
Eer ſwains broke vows, or nymphs were vain 
and coy, 1 
Or Love himſelf had wings to fly away. 
Or was it (his almighty pow'r to prove) 
Deſign'd a quiver for the God of Love? 


And all theſe ſhining hairs, which th'inſpir'd maid 


Has with ſuch ſtrange myſterious fancy laid, 
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Are meant his ſhafts; the ſubt'leſt ſureſt darts 
That ever conquer'd or ſecur'd his hearts; 
Darts that ſuch tender paſſions do convey, 
Not the young Wounder is more ſoft than they. 
'Tis ſo; the riddle I at laſt have learn'd: 
But found it when I was too far concern'd. 


On Her Loving Two Equally. A Sou. 


I. 


q HY ſtrongly does my paſſion flow, 

; Divided equally 'twixt'two? 
Damon had ne'er ſubdu'd my heart, 

| Had not Alexis took his part; 

Nor cou'd Alexis pow'rful prove, 

| Without my Damon's aid, to gain my love. 


I. 
When my Alexis preſent is, 
Then I for Damon ſigh and mourn; 
But when Alexis I do miſs, : 
Damon gains nothing but my ſcorn, 
© But if it chance they both are by, 
For both alike I languiſh, ſigh, and die; 


III. 


Cure then, thou mighty winged God, 
This reſtleſs fever in my blood; 
One golden- pointed dart take back: 
But which, O Cupid, wilt thou take? 
| If Damon, all my hopes are croſt; 
maid ] Or that of my Alexis, I am loſt. 


Vor. I. N 
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The COUNSEL. 4 Song. 


A Pox upon this needleſs ſcorn; 

Sy{via, for ſhame, the cheat give o'er: 
The end to which the fair are born 

Is not to keep their charms in ſtore: 

But laviſhly diſpoſe in haſte 

Of joys which none but youth i improve; 
toys which decay when beauty's paſt; 

Ard who, when beauty 8 W wok love? 


1 8. 


When age theſk glories ſhall Fr Fo | 
Revenging all your cold diſdain; 
And Sy/vza ſhall negleQed paſs | 

By every once admiring ſwain; 

And we no more ſhall homage pay, 
Wehen you in vain too late ſhall burn; 
If love increaſe, and youth decay, 
Ah Sy/wia! who will make return? 


III. 


Then haſte, my Sylvia, to the grove, 
Where all the ſweets of May cenſpire 
o teach us ev'ry art of love, 
And raiſe our joys of pleaſure higher: 
Where, wkile embracing, we ſhall lie 
ooſely in ſhades on beds of flow'rs, 
Ihe duller world while we defie, 
Years will be minutes, ages hours, 


Mas. B E HN. 


S$YLVIOs COMPLAINT. 


A Soxc: To a fine Scotch Tune. 


Hy the blooming time o'th' year, 

| LJ In the royal month of May: 
Au the heavens were glad and clear, 
Au the earth was freſh and gay. 

| A noble youth, but all forlorn, 

| Lig'd ſighing by a ſpring: 
ere better I was ne'er born, 
Fer wiſh'd to be a king. 
Then from hts ſtarry eyne 

| Muckle ſhowers of chryſtal fell, 
Lo bedew the roſes fine | 
| That on his cheeks did dwell. _ 
And ever 'twixt his ſighs he'd cry, 
How bonny a lad Td been, 

Had I, waes me, nc'er aim'd high, 


Or with'd to be a king. 


With dying cloudy looks | 

Au the fields and groves he kens, 
Au the gleeding murmuring brooks, 

E (Noo his unambitious friends) 

Tol which he eance with mickle chear 
His bleating flocks would bring: _ 
And cries, wou'd God I'd ay here, 

ö Der wiſh'd to be a king. | 
© How oft in yonder mead, 

| Cover'd o'er with painted flowers, 
Au the dancing youth I've led, 
Where we paſs'd our bleether hours. 
In yonder ſhade, in yonder grove, 
Ho bleſs'd the nymphs have been: 
| Fer I for pow'r debauched love, 

Or wiſh'd to be a king. 
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Not au the Arcadian ſwains 
In their pride and glory clad: 
Not au the ſpacious plains 
Fer cou'd boaſt a bleether lad. 


When e'er I pip'd, or danc'd, or ran, 


Or leap'd, or whirl'd the ling; 
The flow'ry wreaths J ſtill wan, 
And wiſh'd to be a king. 


But curs'd be yon tall oak, 

And old 7hHirſis be accurſt: | 
There I firſt my peace forſook, 
There J learnt ambition firſt. 


Such glorious ſongs of heroes crown d, 


The reſtleſs ſwain wou' d ſing: 
My ſoul unknown deſires found, 
And languiſh'd to be king. 


Ye garlands wither now, 

Fickle glories vaniſh all: 

Ve wreaths that deck'd my brow, 

To the ground neglected fall. 

No more my ſweet repoſe moleſt, 

Nor to my fancies bring 

The golden dreams of being bleſt 
With titles of a king. 


Ye noble youths beware, 
Shun ambitious powerful tales: 
Deſtructive, falſe, and fair, 
Like ocean's flattering gales. 


See how my youth and glories lie, 


Like blaſted flowers in ſpring: 
My fame, renown, and all die, 


For wiſhing to be king. 
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In Imitation of Horace, 


| HAT mean thoſe amorous curls of jet? 
VV For what heart-raviſh'd maid 2 
Doſt thou thy hair in order ſet, 

| [Thy wanton treſſes braid? 

And thy vaſt ſtore of beauties open lay, 

| That the deluded fancy leads aſtray. 


For pity hide thy ſtarry eyes, 
| Whoſe languiſhments deſtrdy: 
And look not on the ſlave that dies 
With anexceſs of joy. t 
| Defend thy coral lips, thy amber breath; 
Jo taſte theſe ſweet, alas! is certain death, 


Forbear, fond charming youth, forbear 

| Thy words of melting love: En, 

| Thy eyes, thy language well may ſpare, 
One dart enough can move. | 
And ſhe that hears thy voice, and ſees thy eyes, 
With too much pleaſure, too much ſoftneſs dics, 


| Ceaſe, ceaſe, with ſighs to warm my ſoul, 
Or preſs me with thy hand: 1 
Who can the kindling fire controul, 

The tender force withſtand? : 
Thy ſighs and touches like wing'd lightning fly, 
And are the God of Love's 42 852 
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To LVS ANV DER, on ſome VERSES de writ, and f 

aſking more for his Heart than i was worth,  \ 

TKR back that heart you with ſuch cautior . 
give, a 

Take the fond valu'd rifle back: | F. 

I hate love-merchants that a trade wou'd drire, 

And meanly cunning bargains make. 3 8 


I care not how the buſy market goes, ö 
And ſcorn to chaffer for a price: | 5 

Love does one ſtaple rate on all impoſe, 
Nor leaves it to the trader's chaice. 


A heart requires a heart unfeign'd and true, 
Though ſubt'ly you advance the price; 
And aſk a rate that ſimple love ne'er knew, 

And the free trade monopolize. 


An humble ſlave the buyer muſt become, 
She muſt not bate a look or glance, 

You will have all, or you'll have none; 
See how love's market you inhance. 


L 

Ist not enough, I gave you heart ſor heart, K 
But I muſt add my lips and eyes; F. 
I muſt no ſmile or friendly kiſs impart; 
But you mutt dun me with advice? 


And every hour till more unjuſt you grow, 4 
Thoſe freedoms you my life deny, 4 
You to Adraſte are oblig d to ſhow, | 3 
And give her all my rifled joy. 


Without controul ſhe gazes on that face, 
And all the happy envied night, 

In the pleas'd circle of your fond embrace, 
She takes ne the lover's right. 
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From me ſhe raviſhes thoſe ſilent hours 

{ That are by ſacred love my due; 

| Whilſt I in vain accuſe the angry powers, 
That make me hoplefs love purſue. 


or Adrafte's ears with that dear voice are bleſt, 
That charms my ſoul at every ſound: 
And with thoſe love-inchanting touches preſt, 

„Which I ne er felt without a wound. 


| She has thee all: whilft T with ſilent grief, 
| The fragments of thy ſoftneſs feel, | 

Vet dare not blame the happy licenc'd thief, 
That does my dear-bqought pleaſures ſteal. 


E Whilſt like a glimmering taper ſtill T burn, 
And waſte myſelf in my own flame; 
Ardaſte takes the welcome rich return, 
And leaves me all the hopeleſs pain. 


he juſt, my lovely ſwain, and do not take 
* Freedoms you'll not to me allow: 
Or give Aminta ſo much freedom back, 

' That ſhe may rove as well as you. 


Let us then love upon the honeſt ſquare, 

| Since intereſt neither have deſign'd: 

For the fly gameſter, who ne'er plays me fair, 
M,iuſt trick for trick expect to find, 


4 8 O N . 


I 2 

As wretched, vain, and indiſcreet, 
1 Thoſe matches I deplore, | 

2: Whoſe bartering friends in councel meet 


. 
Io huddle in a wedding ſheet 
one miſerable pair that never met before. 
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Poor love of no account muſt be, 8 
Though ne'er ſo fix d and true. 
No merit but in gold they ſee; 
So portion and eſtate agree, | 
o matter what the bride. and bridegroom do; 
Curs'd may all covetous huſbands be, 
That wed with ſuch deſign, 
And curs d they are; for while they ply 
Their wealth, ſome lover by the by 
Reaps the true bliſs, and digs the richer mine. 


. 


132 does Hymen with religious vows 
Oblige his ſlaves to wear his chains with eaſe; 
A privilege alone that Love allows, 

Tis Love alone can make our fetters pleaſe, 


The angry tyrant lays his yoke on all, 

Yet in his fierceſt rage is charming ſtill: 
Officious Hymen comes whene'er we call, 
But haughty Love comes only when he will. 


Caro's ANSWER to LRBIEKNus, when he ad. 
wiſed him to conſult the Oracle of Jurires 
AMMoON. j 

Being a Paraphraſtical Tranſlation of Part of the 

IXth Book of Lucan, beginning at s 


NA quæri, Labin; jubes, &c. 
WHAT ſhoud J aſk, my friend, which bef 


os wou'd be ; 
To live inſlav'd, or thus in arms die fred; 


ez 


beſt 
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If any force can Honour's price abate? 

Or virtue bow beneath the blows of fate? 

| If fortune's threats a ſteady ſoul diſdains, 

Or if the joys of life be worth the pains? 

If it our happineſs at all import 

| Whether the foolith ſcene be long or ſhort? | 

| If when we do but aim at noble ends 

| The attempt alone immortal fame attends? 

If for bad accidents, which thickeſt preſs 

On merit, we ſhou'd like a good cauſe leſs? 

Or be the fonder of it for ſucceſs? _ 

All this is clear, wove in our minds it ſticks, 
Nor Ammon, nor his priefts can deeper fix; 
Without the clergy's venal cant or pains, : 
| God's never fruſtrate will holds ours in chains, 0 
Nor can we act but what th'All-wiſe ordains. 
Who needs no voice, nor periſhing words to awe 
Our wild defires, and give his creatures law: 
Whate'er to know, or needful was or fit, 

In the wiſe frame of human ſouls tis writ, 

Both what we ought to do, and what forbear, 
He once for all did at our births declare, 

But never did he ſeek out deſart lands 

To bury truth in unfrequented ſands, 

Or to a corner of the world withdrew, 

Head of a ſect and partial to a few. 

Nature's vaſt fabrick is his houſe alone, 

This globe his foot-ſtool and high heaven his 


throne. 


In earth, air, ſea, and in whoeer excells, 

In knowing heads and honeſt hearts he dwells. 
Why ſeek we then among theſe barren ſands, 

5 In narrow ſhrines and temples built with hands, 


Him whoſe dread preſence does all places fill? 
Or look but in our teaſon for his will? | 
All we e'er faw is God! in all we find 


N Apparent prints of the eternal mind. „„ 
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Let floating fools their courſe by prophets ſteer, 
And always of the future live in fear; 
No oracle, or dream, the croud 1s told, 
Can make me more or tefs reſolv'd and bold. 
But ſurer death, winch equally on all 
Both on the coward and the brave muſt fall. 
This ſaid, and turning with diſdain about, 
He left ſcorn'd Ammon to the vulgar rout. 


To ALExIS, on his ſaying, I low d a Man that 
| talked much. 


LEXTS, ſince you'll have it fo, 
grant T am impertinent; 
And all this moment did not know 
Through all my life what twas I meant. 
Your kind opinion was th'unflattering glaſs, 
In which my mind found how deform'd it was, 


In your clear ſenſe, which knows no art, 
I ſaw the error of my ſoul; | 
And all the foibles of my heart, 
With one reflection you controul; 
Kind as a God, and gently you chaſtiſe, 
By what you hate, you teach me to be wiſe. 


Impertinence, my ſex's ſhame, 
(Which has ſo long my life perſu'd) 
You with ſuch modeſty reclaim 
As all the woman has ſubdu d. 
To ſo divine a power what muſt I owe, 
That renders me ſo like the perfe&----you? 


That converſable thing I hate 

Already with a juſt diſdain, 

Who prides himſelf upon his prate, 
And is of words (that 5 vain; 
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When in your few appears ſuch excellence, 
They have reproach'd, and charm'd me into ſenſe, 


For ever may I liſt ning fit, | 

Though but each hour a word be born: 

I wou'd attend the coming wit, 

| And bleſs what can ſo well inform: LS 

| Let the dull world henceforth to words be damn'd, 
I'm into nobler ſenſe than talking ſham'd. | 


Part of an 0 DE % DESIR E. 


ELL me, thou nimble fire, that doſt dilate 
q __ - . Thy mighty force through every part, 
| What God, or human power did thee create 
7 In my, till now, unfacil heart? 4 
| Art thou ſome welcome plague ſent from above 
In this dear form, this kind diſguiſe? | 

Or the falſe plfupeing of miſtaken love, 
| Begot by ſome ſoft thought that faintly ſtrove 
With the bright piercing beauties of Ly/ander's 
Yes, = tormenter, I have found thee now; 


And found to whom thou doſt thy being owe, 


_ *Tis thou the bluſhes doſt impart, 

For thee this languiſhment I wear, 
*Tis thou that trembleſt in my heart 
When the dear ſhepherd does appear, 

I faint, I die with pleaſing pain, 
My words intruding ſighings break 
Whene'er I touch the charming ſwain, 
Whene'er I gaze, whene'er I ſpeak. 

Thy conſcious fire is mingled with my love, 
As in the ſanQify'd abodes _ | 
Miſguided worſhippers approve 
The mixing idol with their Gods. 
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In vain, alas! in vain I ſtrive 
With errors, which my ſoul-do-pleaſe and vex, 
: For ſuperſtition will ſurvive, | 
Purer religion to perpleex. 


Ohl! tell me, you philoſophers in love, : 
That can its burning feveriſh fits controul, 
Buy what ſtrange arts you cure the ſoul, _ 
And the fierce calentute remove? | 


Tell me, ye fair ones, that exchange deſire, 
How tis you hide the kindling fire? 
Oh! wou'd you but confeſs the truth, 

It is not real virtue makes you nice: = Ol 

But when you do reſiſt the'prefling youth, _ 

JTis want of dear defire to thaw the virgin we. 

And while your young adorers lie © 
All languiſhing and hopeleſs at your feet, 

Raiſing new trophies to your chaſtity, 

Oh! tell me how you. do remain diſcreet? 
How you ſuppreſs the riſing tighs, 

And the ſoft yielding ſoul that wiſhes in your eyes? 

While to th'admiring croud you nice are found: 

Some dear, ſome ſecret youth that gives the 

Informs you, all your virtue's but a cheat, 

And honour but a falſe diſguiſe; 

Your modeſty a neceſſary bait 
To gain the dull repute of being wiſe. 


Deceive the fooliſh world---deceive it on, 
And veil your paſſions in your pride; 
But now Tve found your foibles by my own, 
From me the needful fraud you cannot hide. 
Though tis a mighty power muſt move 
The ſoul to this degree of love, 
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And-though with virtue I the world perplex, 
Lyſander finds the weakneſs of my ſex: 


So Helen while from Theſeus arms ſhe fled, 
To charming Paris yields her heart and bed. 


— 


9 NE 


As the inamour'd Thir/is lay 
With his Sia reconcil'd, 
Whoſe eyes did brighter beams diſplay, 
While the lovely charmer ſmild. 


With joy tranſported, cry'd my dear, 

Let us, let us, often jar, N 
Peace always ſweeteſt does appear 
Alfter ſharp fatigues of war. 


No, faid the nymph, miſtaken ſwain, 
Tis beſt our quarrels to give o'er; 

Kingdoms may jar, and cloſe again, 
But broken love cements no more. 
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MISS ELIZA CARTER, 


AUGHTER of the Rev. Dr. Carter, þ | 
F of Deal in Kent, is now living; and is 
I | remarkable for her knowledge in the an- 


tient and modern languages, as well as the ſevera] I 
branches of Philoſophy. This Lady is no leſs fa 
mous for her reßned taſte, and excellent talent in N 
poetry: as will appear from the following little 
pieces, which are all that her modeſty has ever g 
ſuffered to be made public. 
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ODE t WISDOM. 


yy 


HE ſolitary bird of night 85 
Through the thick. ſhades now wings 
his flight, 
And quits his time-ſhook tow'r; 
Where, ſhelter'd from the blaze of day, 
In philoſophic gloom he lay, 
Beneath his ivy bow'r. 


With joy I hear the ſolemn found 
Which midnight echoes watt around 
And ſighing gales repeat. 

5 Fav'rite of paflas L attend, 

And, faithſul to thy ſummons, bend 
At Wiſdam's awful ſeat. 


- — . 
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She loves the cool, the ſilent eve, | | 1 
Where no falſe fhews of life deceive,  - 1 
Beneath the lunar ray. 3 
Here folly drops each vain diſguiſe, 15 1 
Nor ſport her gaily-colour'd dyes, | N L 


As in the beam of day. 5 


O Pallas] queen of ev'ry art | 
That glads the ſenſe, and mends the heart, ; 
Bleſt ſource of purer joys: _ 
In every form of beauty bright 
F That captivates the mental fight 
i With pleaſure and ſurprize:- 


At thy unſpotted ſhrine I bow; | . 
Attend thy modeſt ſuppliant's vow, _ L 
That breathes no wild deſires: | 
But taught, by thy unerring rules, 
Jo ſhun the fruitleſs wiſh of fools, 
To nobler views aſpires. . 


Not fortune's gem, ambition's plume, 

Nor Cytherea's fading bloom, 

Be objects of my pray r: 

Let av'rice, vanity, and pride, 

Thoſe envy'd glitt ring toys divide 
The dull rewards of care. 


To me thy better gifts impart, 
Each moral beauty of the heart, 
By ſtudious thoughts refin'd; _ 
For wealth, the ſmiles of glad content, 
For pow'r, its ampleſt, beſt extent, 
An empire o'er the mind. 
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When fortune drops her gay parade, 
When pleaſure's tranſient roſes fade, 
And wither in the tomb; | 
 Unchaneg'd is thy immortal prize, 
Thy ever verdant laurels riſe- 

In undecaying bloom, 


| By thee protected, I def 

Ihe coxcomb's ſneer, the ſtupid lye- 
| Of ignorance and ſpite: 

Alike contemn the leaden fool, 

And all the pointed ridicule 

Of e A : 


| From envy, hurry; noiſe, and ſtrife, 
The dull impertinence of life, 

In thy retreat I reſt: 

| Purſue thee to the peaceful proves, . 
Where Plato's facred ſpirit roves, 

In all thy beauties dreſt. 


He bade Iliſſus tuneful ſtream- 
Convey thy philoſophic theme, 

Of perfect, fair, and good: 
Attentive Athens caught the ſound, 
And all her liſt'ning = around 

In awful ſilence ſtood: 


| Reclaim'd, her wild licentious youth 
| Confeſs'd the potent voice of truth, 
And felt its juſt controul. 


The-paſſions ceas' d their loud alarms, 


E And virtue's ſoft perſuaſive charms 
Oer all their ſenſes ſole. 


| 
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Thuy breath inſpires the poet's ſong, 
The patriot's free, unbiaſs'd tongue, 
The hero's generous ſtrife; oth 
Thine are retirement's ſilent joys, 
And all the ſweet engaging ties 


No more to fabled names confin'd, 

To the ſupreme all-perfe& mind 

My thoughts direct their flight: 

Wiſdom's thy gift, and all her force 
From thee deriv'd, eternal ſource 
Of intellectual light. 


O ſend her ſure, her ſteady ray, 
To regulate my doubtful way, 
Through life's perplexing road: 
The miſts of error to controul, 
And through its gloom direct my ſoul 
Io happineſs and good. 


Beneath her clear diſcerning eye 
'The viſionary ſhadows fly 

Of folly's painted ſhow: ; 
She ſees through every fair diſguiſe, 
That all but virtue's ſolid joys 

Are vanity and woe. 


Miss 


| 7 a a Gentleman, on bi: intending to cut down 4 
1 Grove 10 enlarge his proſpect. 


| * ate Wande, that tum d to woe 
| The ſadly ſighing breeze, 
| Aweeping Hamadryad mourn'd 

Her fate · devoted trees. | 


Ah! ſtop thy acrilegious hand, 
Nor violate the ſhade, 

| Where nature form'd a filent haunt” 
For contemplation's aid. 


| Canſt thou, the ſon of ſcience, bred. 

| Where learned %s flows, 

| Forget that, nurs'd in ſheltering groves, 
| The Grecian genius roſe? 


Within the plantanes ſpreading ſhade 


Immortal Plato taught; Z's 


| And fair Lyceum form'd the depth. 
| Of Ariſtotle's thought... 


| To Latian groves reflect thy views, 
And bleſs the Tuſcan gloom; 

| Where eloquence deplor'd the fate: 
| Of Liberty and Rome. 


| Retird beneath the beechen ſhade, 

From each inſpiring bough _ 

The Muſes wove th'unfading wreathess. 
That circled / irgit's brow. 
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Reflect, before the fatal ax 
My threaten'd doom has wrought; 


Nor ſacrifice to ſenſual taſte 
The nobler growth of thought; 


Not all the glowing fruits that bluſh 

On India 's ſunny coaſt, 

Can recompenſe thee for the worth 
Of one idea loſt. 


My ſhade a produce may ſupply, 

* Unknown to ſolar fire; 25 

And what excludes Apolles rage, 
Shall harmonize his lyre. 
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LADY CHUDLEIGH 


AS born in the month of Auguſt, ann 

W 1656, and was the daughter of Richard 

| Lee, of Winſlade, in the county of De. 
von, Eſq. She was acquainted with no other 
language than her native tongue; but her love of 


books, and great capacity, enabled her to make: 
conſiderable figure among the Literati of her time, 


She was married to Sir George Chudleigh, of Af. 
Zon in the county of Devon, Bart. by whom ſhe 
had iſſue Eliza-Maria, and George, who ſucceeds( 
to the title and eſtate, Thomas and others. 


She wrote ſeveral things beſides thoſe of he: 
works in print, which are carefully preſerved in the 
family. The long poem here printed, under the 
title of The Ladies Defence, in a dialogue betweea 
Sir John Brute, &c. has gone through ſeveral ed: 


tions, and was occaſioned by an angry ſermo 
preached againſt the fair ſex. = 

This ſhort account of Lady Chudleigh is ex = 
tracted from a much larger of the ingenious M. A 
Ballard, publiſhed in his entertaining Memoirs 80 
: | Bu 
Learned Ladies. Ar 
Hi 
An 
Bu 
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A To the LADIES. 


* 8 When ſhe the word obey has ſaid, 
rte And man by law ſupreme has made, 
Then all that's kind is laid aſide, | 


ec And nothing left but ſtate and pride: 

Fierce as an eaſtern prince he grows, 
And all his innate rigour ſhows: | 
Then but to look, to laugh, or ſpeak, 
Will the nuptial contract break. 


is ex. 
8 Mr. 


And never any freedom take: 
irs o 


But ſtill be govern'd by a nod, 

And fear her huſband as a God: 

Him till muſt ſerve, him till obey, 
And nothing act, and nothing ſay, 
But what her haughty lord thinks fit, 
Who with the power, has all the wit. 


IF E and ſervant are the ſame, 

But only differ in the name: 

For when that fatal knot is ty'd, 
Which nothing, nothing can divide: 


Like mutes, ſhe ſigns alone muſt make 


* 
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Then ſhun, oh! ſhun that wretched ſtate, 
And all the fawning flatt'rers hate: 

Value yourſelves, and men deſpite: 

You muſt be proud, if you'll be wiſe. 


» 


Ts Evctxin, on her PASTORAL. 


ETHINKS I ſee the Golden Age agen, 

VI Drawn to the life by your ingenious pen: 
Then kings were ſhepherds, and; with'equal care, 
”"I'wixt men and ſheep did their concernment ſhare; 
There was no need of rods and axes then, 
Crooks rul'd the ſheep, and virtue rud the men: 
Then laws were uſeleſs, for they knew no lin, 
From guilt ſecur'd by mnocence within: 

No paſſion, but the nobleſt, filld each breaſt, 
They were too good to entertain the reſt: - -+: 
Love, which is now become an art, a trade, 
Itſelf to them with all its ſweets convey'd: 
Indulgent nature their kind. tut'reſs prov'd, 

And as ſhe taught, without deceit, they lov'd: 


Thus did they live, thus they employ'd their hours, | 


Beneath cool ſhades, on banks of fragrant flowers; 
They fat and liſten d, while their poets ſung 
Ihe praiſes of the brave, the wiſe, and young; 

_ Whate'er was good or great, their theme they made, 
Jo virtue ſtill a veneration paid; 

But love did in each ſong precedence claim, 

And in ſoft numbers they made known their flame: 
Poets by nature are to love inclin'd; 

To them the lover's God was ever kind: 

They fill obſerv'd his laws, and all their care 

Was to win fame, and to oblige the fair: 

But ah! dear friend, thoſe happy days are paſt; 
Hard fate! that only what was ill ſhould laſt! 
Unhappy we! born in the dregs of time, _ 
Can uc er to their valt height of virtue climb! 


A © 


le. 


| Here undeſerv'd, as well as undeſir'd: 
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But lie immers'd in vice, forſaken quite N 
Of thoſe pure joys Which did our ſouls delight! if 
We live diſguis'd, nor can each other truſt, [0 
But only ſeem obliging, kind and juſt, | 
To ſerve our low deſigns; by ir felt ſway'd, 
That powerful God by all mankind obey'd! 
Nor are thoſe vices in the town alone, 
The country too does with the preſſure groan: 
For innocence (once our peculiar boaſt) 
Is now with all her train of virtues loſt ; 
From hence to the divine abodes retir'd, 


Vet ſome imperfect footſteps ſtill are ſeen, 

That future times may know they once have been: 
But oh! how few will tread that ſacred way! 

By vice, or humour, moſt are led aſtray: 

Thoſe few, who dare be good, muſt live alone, 
To all mankind, except themſelves, unknown: 
From a mad world, to ſome obſcure receſs 

They mult retire to purchaſe happineſs: 

Yet of this wretched place ſo well you've writ, 
That I admire your goodneſs and your wit, 

And muſt confeſs your excellent deſign 

To make it with its native luſtre ſhine: 

To hide its faults, and to expoſe to view 
Nought but its beauties, is becoming you. 


The RESOLFVyE. 


J. 


OR what the world admires Pll wiſh no more; 
Nor court that airy nothing of a name: 
ouch fleeting ſhadows let the proud adore, 
Let them be ſuppliants for an empty fame. 
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II 


If reaſon rules within, and keeps the throne, 
While the inferior faculties obey, 
And all her laws without reluctance own, 


Accounting none more fit, more juſt than they; 


III. 


If virtue my free ſoul unſully'd keeps, 
Exempting it from paſſion and from ſtain; 

If no black guilty thoughts diſturb my ſleeps, 
And no paſt crimes my vext remembrance pain; 


If, though I pleaſure find it living here, 
I yet can look on death without furprize 
If Pye a ſoul above the reach of fear, 
And which will nothing mean or ſordid prize 
V 


A ſoul, which cannot be depreſs d by grief, 
Nor too much rais'd by the ſublimeſt joy; 
Which can, when troubled, give itſelf relief, 

And to advantage all its thoughts employ; 


VI. 
Then am I happy in my humbler ſtate, 


Although not crown'd with glory nor with bays, 


A mind that triumphs over vice and fate, 
Eſteems it mean to court the world for praiſe. 


1 
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= | 
The INQUIRY. 10 
f 4 DIALOGUE between CLEAMTHE and 

i | 4 MARISSA. | : 4 
CLEANTHE. 


ELL me, Mariſa, by what rule 
| May I judge who's the greateſt fool? 
Ist he, that in purſuit of wealth 
1; WW Negletts his eaſe, neglects his health, 
And void of reſt, and full of care, 
| Becomes a ſlave to his next heir; 
To him, who does his thrift deſpiſe, 
And from him with abhorrence flies; 
And when he's dead, with eager haſle 
Will ſoon his ill-got riches waſte? 
Or he, who ſeeks in bloody wars, 
For fame, and honourable ſcars? 
For fame, that idle uſeleſs toy, is 
Which fools can give, and fools deſtroy? 
Or is't the man, who dully grave, 
Is to his books a willing ſlave; 
Who, if he has the claſſics read, 
And talk d with all the mighty dead, 
EKnovis the much-fam'd atomic dance, 
And all the wond'rous works of chance; 
What particles form the active fire, 
And what the wat'ry parts require; | 
Which conſtitute the earth, and which the air, 
Which th ſop's form, and which the fair, 


Which make the fools, and which the wiſe, 
And where the grand diſtinction lies: 


Knows all the vortices on high, 


bays, 


And all the worlds that grace the ſky, 
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Can tell what men, what beaſts are there, 

And what gay cloathes the ladies wear: 

What their fine airy heroes do, 

And how they fight, and how they woo; 

And whether like our beaux below, 

They're pleas'd with trifles, noiſe and ſhew,. 

Full of a ſtiff pedantick pride, 

Does all beſides himſelf deride: 

If you ſome ſyllables miſplace, 

And can't them to their fountain trace; 

Can't tell among the words you ſpeax, 

Which are Saxon, French, or Greek, 

Which to the Roman tongue belong, 

And which to tWancient Druid's ſong; 

Why names a diff rent ſenſe have gain'd; 

Why ſome are ſhun'd, and ſome retain'd; 

And why; ſince honeſty's forgot, 

"The title Knawe ſhou'd prove a blot; 

Why tyrant, which paſt princes us'd, A 
Snou'd by crown'd heads be now refus'd: KH 
Thoſe guiltleſs names, which juſter times S 
That bluſh'd even at the thought of crimes,. . 


And were too gen'rous to abuſe, 8 
Did without ſcruple freely uſe: E . 
He'll with a ſuperciilous air 1 


His ſcornfull thoughts of you declare, 
And gravely ſwear that you're unfit 
For the converſe of men of wit. 


| MARTSSA. 

No, no, tis none, *tis none of theſe; 
But you, methinks, ſhou'd gueſs with eafe: 
Think, Cleanthe, think again, 

And you'll find ſome yet much more vain. 


Is it that ape in maſquerade, 


1 
( 
| | i 
CLEANTHE, -, 0 
| ] 
The gallant by the taylor made? 4 
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The man who hid with ſnuſh and hair, 
And furniſh'd with a modiſh air; M 
Who lately made the tour of France, 17 
And learnt to talk, to dreſs, and dance; 
Who, if he can but neatly write, 
And moving Billets-Douæ indite, 
Cares not for Engliſh, nor for ſenſe, 
He knows we can with both diſpenſe? 
Or is't the worthy country ſquire, 
Who does himſelf and's wealth admire, 
Who hunts, and games, and ſwears, and drinks, 
But ſeldom reads, and never thinks; | 
Who, if he can a warrant write, 
Or but a Mittimus indite; 
Can in law- terms harangue the croud, 
Call names, inſult, and talk aloud; 
Ne ſtruts about and looks as great 
As if whole armies he had beat? 
Or is it he, who thinks he's able 
Io direct a council table, 
Jo teach the ſenate of the nation, 
And inſtruct the convocation; | 
Preſumes to judge what's fit and right, 
And when we ſhou'd, and ſhou'd not fight; 
Who can on Mach:avel refine, 
And thinks his policy divine; 
Who deſcants on the weekly news, "HY 
And can both Dutch and French accuſe; 5 1190 
| Find fault with Italy and Spain, | 1 
And dares the Swede and Czar arraign? | 
| Th'emperor's conduct too dares blame, 
And thinks the German diet tame; 
Cenſures each ſtate, and full of pride 
> Thinks he the buſy world could guide? 
Or is't the man who waking dreams | 
Of nymphs, and ſhades, and hills, and ſtreams, 
Makes Gods and Goddeſſes deſcend, 
And on their creature man attend; 
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Who through th'infernal world dares go, 
And does their griſly monarch know; 
Th'Eh/ian fields diſtinctly view; 

Knows what departed heroes do; 

Sees how the beauties are imploy d, 
And what delights are there enjoy'd: 
Then quick as thought can upward fly, 

And view the vaſt expanded ſky; | 

Sees the celeſtial monſters there, 

The Crab, the Scorpion, and the Bear. 

Hears Canis bark, and Taurus roar, 

With many deaf'ning noiſes more: 

Then makes a tour from pole to pole, 

And ſees the threat'ning billows roll : 

Sees Sea-Gods with their wat'ry train 

Riding in triumph on the ache > 

'Thence ſees the Paphian Goddeſs rife 

With tempting looks, and ſparkling eyes; 

mid the waves ſhe ſpreads her fire, 
Cand does each breaſt with love inſpire; 

Fair Amphitrite feels the heat, 

And Neptune does his vows repeat: 

The. Nereids figh, the Tritons burn, 

And each does glance for glance return: 

Then like the glorious ſource of day, 

He does both eaſt and weſt ſurvey, 

Through ev'ry ſtate, each kingdom, goes, 

And all their laws and cuſtoms knows, 

And which are wits, and which are fools, 

Who bred in wilds, and who in ſchools; 

Who with a courtly neatneſs treat, 1 

And who like beaſts devour their meat: 

And who, of this vaſt knowledge proud, 

Looks with diſdain upon the cons 

And thinks he has a juſt pretence 

'To the monoply of ſenſe: 

If thoughts he ae can exprefs, 

And put them in a florid dreſs, 
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Can to a poet's name pretend, 
And laſha vice, or praiſe a friend, 
Think he's as happy and as great 
As if he fill'd th' imperial ſeat; 
And ſtill averſe to gold or cares, 
The badges of the muſes wears; 
And is as fond of being poor, 
As others of their boaſted ſtore? 


Maxrissa. 
Il tell you, ſince you cant diſcover; 
It is an aukward whining lover. 
Who talks of chains, of flames and paſſion, 
And all the pretty words in faſhion; 
Words, which are ſtill as true a mark 
Of an accompliſh'd modiſh ſpark, 
As a long wigg, or powder'd coat: 
Like A, Þ, , they're learn'd by wrote; 
And then with equal ardour ſaid, 
Or to the miſtreſs or the maid: 
An animal for ſport deſign'd, 
Both very tame and very kind: 
Who for a ſmile his ſoul would give, 
EAnd can whole months on glances live; 
Who till a ſlave is to your will, 
And whom you with a frown may kill: 
Who at your feet whole days will lie, 
And watch the motions of your eye: 
Will kiſs your hand, and fawn, and ſwear, 
That you, and none but you, are fair; 
And if he ſees that you're inclin'd . 
At length his humble ſuit to mind, 
He then all ecſtacy will prove, 
Is all delight, and joy, and love: 
But if you ſhou'd a look miſplace, 
Or any favour'd rival grace, 
He full of rage and of diſpair, | 
Nor him, nor you, nor heaven will ſpare, _ 1 
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But challenges the happy man, 
Who whips him through the lungs; and then 
While he 1s bleeding, begs your pity, 

In ſtrains ſo moving, ſoft and witty, 

'That they your heart at length muſt move 
To ſome remorſe, if not to love, 

Which he ſoon gueſſes by your eyes, 
And in an amorous rapture dies. 


One of  Luctan's Dialogues of the Ded, 
garaphraſed. 


DioekNESs. 
Pollux, when thou next reviſit'ſt light, 
Menippus to theſe nether realms invite; 
Tell him, if 7 not tir'd with fools above, 
Where all that's ſaid, and done, his mir th dot 
move; | 7 


He'll here fit ſubjects for his laughter find, 

New ſcenes of madneſs to divert his mind: 

For though blind mortals no ideas have 

Of any thing beyond the filent grave, 

But vainly fancy, as their toil and care, 

So too their ſouls find equal periods there, 

And all the diſlodg'd atoms mingle with the air; 

Yet here are no ſuch impious ſcepticks found 

Each place does with complaining ghoſts abound: 

He ſure with me would full of wonder gaze 

On mighty men whoſe glorious acts amaze, 

Who conquer'd kingdoms, and who thrones did 

Tace, | 

And left 145 ſceptres to the God-like race; 

Here, undiſtinguiſh'd from the meaneſt ſhade, 
epriv'd of grandeur, and by none obey'd, 

They by no other marks can now be known, 

But ſighs and groans, and ſad complaints alone: 
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| But bid him with him ſome proviſions bring, 
| A cruſt were here a preſent for a king: 
| He'll here find nothing nature to ſuitain, 
Throughout the vaſt extent of this dark empty 
1 | plain, £2 | | 
1 . . Porxvs. 
| Tl readily perform what you deſire; * 
| But tell me where | ſhall for him inquire; | e 
| Deſcribe his perſon, humour, and attire. f 


d, WW „„ Drocents. 5 
He's old and jolly, and to Bacchus kind, 
Io fools averſe, to ſatyr ſtill inclin'd: 
A cloak he wears the pooreſt wretch wou'd ſcorng 


And which ten thouſand patches wretchedly adorn; 


At Athens, or at Corinth him you'll find, 
Lampooning the whole race of human kind: 

He ſtrikes at all, both th'ugly and the fair, 

Not young, nor old, nor yet the great does ſpare, 
But on philoſophers is moſt ſevere: : 
[Their vain pretences, and their tow'ring flights, 
[Their myſtick terms, and all thoſe little ſights, 
By which they ſtrive their ignorance to hide, 

E [hoſe cobweb enen for their nauſeous pride, 
Are ſtill the ſubjects which his laughter move, 
The chief diverſion that he finds above. 


100 


. PoLLVUx. | 
By this deſcription he'll with eaſe be known: 
But is your meflage ſent to him alone? 
Can you not think of ſomething that is fit 
To be deliver'd to thoſe men of wit, 
noſe high pretenders to gigantick ſenſe, 
To boundleſs knowledge, matchleſs eloquence? 


vs Ty: 

= WD of Diogenes. - 
i Bid them lay all their vain diſputes aſide, 
ne. No longer truth trom their diſciples hide; 


12 3 
| 5K 
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heir thoughts of things beyond their reach declare, 


To heap up honours, and increaſe your train, 


And let the brawny Damoxenus | 
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No morethrough nature's puzzling labyrinths ſtray, 
No more of her myſterious motion ſay; 
No more with an affected haughty air, 


Things far remote from the moſt piercing ſight, 
Beyond the ken of intellectual light. 
3 Paret 
Such a diſcourſe as this wou'd not be borne, 
Twou'd both expole me to their hate and ſcorn: 


They'll gravely tell me, I my ignorance ſhow, 
And rail at what I want the ſenſe to know. 


7 Drocrnss. 

'Tell them from me th'important meſſage came; 
Tis I their pride and ignorance proclaim. ' 
I bid them with remorſe paſt follies view, - 
And their repentance by their bluſhes ſhew. 


TOLLUX,: -- 
T with exacteſt care your order will obey, 
Whithout being mov'd at what the noiſy boaſten 


ſay | 
3 „Moers | 
When this is done, then to the great repair, 
And ſpeak to them with a commanding air: 
Say, what, ye madmen, makes you thus in vain 


As if you here for ever ſhou'd remain? 
Riches and grandeur do but load the mind, 
And they are trifles you muſt leave behind: 
Naked and poor you to the ſhades muit go, 
Only diſpair will ſtay with you below: in 
The more you've now, the more you will lament W 
When you from all your pomp and joys are ſent. 
Next to th'effeminate Megilbus 55 ; 
ow 
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That none below are handſome, ſtrong or brave, 
All are mere phantoms when they're pait the grave: 
None here their youth and boaſted charms retain, 
| None here the fam'd Olympick prizes gain; 

No killing eyes bewitching glances dart, 

No flowing treſſes win an amorous heart: 

No bluſhing cheek, not one enticing ſmile 

Can here be ſeen th'unwary to beguile; 

Nothing is lovely, nothing pleaſing here, 
Nothing but duſt and aſhes does appear. 


re, 


| _ PorLvux. 

This T with ſpeed, and with delight will do, 

| vince tis a meſſage worthy me and you. 
e: n | | 


. Diocrnes. 
Inform the poor of whom vaſt crouds you'll ſee, 
That here they'll find a juſt equality; 

Tell 'em, they'll here unhappy partners find: 
Afflictions are not to one ſtate confin'd: 
Millions of ſufPrers throng the Stygian ſhore, 
And there for ever will their fate deplore; 
Then bid them to complain and weep no more; 
Since none will here their former pomp retain, 
But on an humble level all remain: 

None here will richer, greater, happier live, 
No flatt' ring titles to each other give: 

No room is left for av'rice, or for pride, 
Where poverty and death, and dreadfull night re- 
And then from me, degen' rate Sparta blame, 


6 


| ell 'em they've tarniſh'd their once glorious fame; 


They now no longer breathe that martial heat, 
amen Which made them once ſo formidably great. 


Yau bo nl 


And for it cou'd my ſhare of life deſpiſe. 
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| PoLLux. 
Such words as theſe, Diogenes, forbear, 
I can't with patience ſuch reproahes hear: 
My country's honour, as my own I prize, 


All your commands, but this, without delay | 
Il ere to-morrow night with care obey. 


| D1oGENes. 

Tis kindly ſaid, I will no more deſire; 
May Hermes his perſuaſive (kill inſpire, 
And may your voice be ſweet as th'Orphean lyre; 
That liſt'ning mortals, by your precepts taught, 
May to the knowledge of their faults be brought, 
Reclaim'd from ill, and made themſelves to knoy 
A leſſon they too late will learn below! 


Fay 8: 
Wurm Dapbre firſt her ſhepherd fun, 
| A ſuden trembling ſeiz'd her; 

Honour her wond'ring looks did awe, 
She durſt not view what pleas'd her. 


When at her feet he ſighing lay, 
„She found her heart complying; 
Yet wou'd not to her love give way, 
To ſave her ſwain from dying. 


The little God ſtood laughing by, 
— To ſee her dext'rous feigning; 
{Te bid the bluſhing fair comply, 
The ſhepherd leave complaining. 
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The LADIES DEFENCE: 
| | o R, 
| 1 DIALOGUE between Sir Joun Brute, 


Sir WILLIAM LovEALL, MeELissa, and & 
| PARSON. | : 


Sir Jonx. 
ELCOME, thou brave defender of our right; 
Till now I thought you knew not how to 

1 write: 3 
Dull heavy morals did your pen employ; 
And all your buſineſs was to pall our joy: 
With frighful tales our ears you ſtill did grate, 
And we with awful reverence heard you prate; 
Heard you declaim on vice, and blame the times, 
E Becauſe we impudently ſhar'd your crimes; 
E Thole darling fins you wholly wou'd engroſs: 
And when diſturb'd, and fretting at your loſs, 
With whining tones, and a pretended' zeal, 
E Saw you the rancour of your minds reveal: 
Till now, none of your tribe were ever kind, 
Good humour is alone to you confin'd; 
Vou, who againſt thoſe terrors of our lives, 
Thoſe worſt of plagues, thoſe furies calbd our 
wives, 8 5 
Have ſhew'd your anger in a ſtrain divine, 
> Reſentment ſparkles in each poignant line. 
Sure you've the fate of wretched huſbands met, 
And 'tis your own misfortune you regret; 
> You cou'd not elſe with ſuch a feeling ſenſe 
© Expatiate on each fault, and blazon each offence. 
How happy, O Sir William, is your life! 
© You have not known the trouble of a wife: 
; Your rural cares you undiſturb'd can mind, 
And 'midſt your brutal ſubjects pleaſure find: 


"— 
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Your ſnowy flocks you with delight can view, 
They are both innocent, and pretty too: 

And when from buſineſs you your thoughts unbend, 
You can with joy the nobler chace attend, 

Or when you pleaſe drink freely with a friend. 

No frowning female ſtands obſerving by, 

No children fright you with their hideous cry; 
None dare contend; none your commands diſpute, 
You, like the great Mogul, are abſolute: 
Supreme in all things, from our ſlavery free, 

And taſte the ſweets of envy'd liberty. 


Sir WILLIAM. 

The beauteous ſex I ever did revere, 

And can't with patience theſe reflections hear: 
_ To them Pre long a conſtant homage paid, 
And with delight each charming face ſurvey'd. 
Pye had of miſtreſſes a numerous ſtore, 
The fam'd Anacreon could not boaſt of more; 
Vet each was good, each with perfections bleſt, 
And each by turns has triumph'd in my breaſt. 
That Pm unmarry'd is my fate, not choice: 
in a happy bondage ſhould rejoice; _ 
And thank my ſtars, if they wou'd' yet incline 
Some lovely ſhe to be for ever mine: 
Then wonder not to hear me take their part, 
And plead for the dear idols of my heart. 
Spightful invectives ſhou'd no patrons find, 
They are the ſhame, and venom of the mind. 


285 PA Rs ON. 

Not led by paſſion, but by zeal inſpir'd, 
Tve told the women what's of them requir'd: 
Shew'd them their duty in the cleareſt light, 
Adorn'd with all the charms that cou'd invite: 
Taught them their huſbands to obey and pleaſe, 
And to their humours ſacrifice their eafe: 
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Give up their reaſon, and their wills reſign, 
And ev'ry look, and ev'ry thought confine. 
| Sure, this detraction you can't juſtly call? 
is kindly meant, and 'tis addreſs'd to all, 


_. Mser1ssa. 
| Muſt men command, and we alone obey, 
e; As if deſign'd for arbitrary ſway: 
| Born petty monarchs, and, like Homer's Gods, 
dee all ſubjected to their haughty nods? 
| Narciſſus like, you your own graces view, 
Think none deſerve to be admir'd but you; 
| Your own perfeCtions always you adore, 
| And think all others deſpicably poor: 
| We have our faults, but you are all divine, 
| Wiſdom does in your meaneſt actions ſhine: 
juſt, pious, chaſte, frgm ev'ry paſſion free, 
By learning rais'd above humanity. 
For every failure you a covering find: 
| Rage is a noble bravery of mind; 
| Revenge, a tribute due to injur'd fame; 
And pride, but what tranſcendent worth does claim: 
Cowards are wary, and the dull are grave, 
Fops are genteel, and been bullies brave: 
Such as live high, regardleſs'of expence, h 
Are generous men, and ever bleſs'd with ſenſe: 41% 
| Baſe avarice, frugality you call, wit 
And he's a prudent man who graſps at all: 
| Who to be rich does labour, cheat and lye; 


Does to himſelf the ſweets of life deny, 
And wretched lives, that he may wealthy die. i 
| Thus to each vice you give ſome ſpecious name, M1 
And with bright colours varniſh o'er your ſhame, ii 
| But unto us is there no deference due? 1/0 
Muſt we pay all, and look for none from you? 
ſe, Why are not huſbands taught as well as we? 
| Mult they from all reſtraints, all laws be free? 


Q 3 
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Paſſive-obedience you”) ve to us transfer d, 
And we muſt drudge in paths where you have err d: 


That antiquated doctrine you diſown; 
Tis now your ſcorn, and fit for us alone. 


PaxsoN. 
Love and reſpect are, I muſt own, your due; 
But not till there's obedience paid by you: 
Submiſſion, and a ſtudious care to pleaſe, - 
May Noe! a right to favours great as theſe: 
But it ſubjection is by you deny'd, 
You'll fall th'unpity'd victims of your pride: 
We then all huſband juſtly may appear, 
And talk, 2nd frown, till we have taught you fear 


Sir Johx. 
Ves, as we pleaſe, we may our wives chaſtiſe, 
Dis the prerogative of being wiſe: 
They are but fools, and muſt as ſuch be us'd; 
Heav'n! how I bluſh to ſee our pow'r abus'd: 
To ſee men doat upon a female face, 
And all the manly roughneſs of their ſex W 


MELISss A. 

Not thus you talk d when you Lenera lov'd; 
By ſofter paſſion, ſure, your ſoul was mov'd: 
Then at her feet, falſe man, you flatt'ring lay, 
And pray'd, and vow'd, and ſigh'd your hours away; 
Admir'd her face, her ſhape, her mien, her air, 
And ſwore that none was ſo divinely fair; 
None had ſuch charms, none elſe the wond'rous art 
l'o gain tWentire poſſeſſion of your heart. 
Having expended your whole ſtock of ſenſe, 
And quite exhauſted all your eloquence, 
. When not one phraſe was left of all your ſtore, 
Aſham'd to have it known you were ſo poor, 
You made your filence want of words ſupply, 
Aud look'd as if your lovg would make you die: 


Ir. 
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| Shew'd all your art, your native guile diſplay'd, 
And gaz'd till you had won the thoughtleſs maid, 


Sir Jokx. | 
I lov'd her, till to her I was confin' d; 


| But who can long to what's his own be kind? 
| Plagubs ſeize the wretch who ty'd the curſed knot; 
| Let him be damn'd: eternally forgot. 15 


MLIssA. 0 
There ſpoke the huſband, all the fiend reveal'd; 


| Your paſſion utters what's by moſt conceal'd. 

O that my ſex ſafe infidels would live, 

And no more credit to your flatt'ries give! 
Miſtruſt your vows, deſpiſe your little arts, 
And keep a conſtant guard upon their hearts! 
| Unhappy they, who by their duty led, 

Are made the partners of a hated bed; 

And by their father's avarice or pride, 

TI empty fops, or nauſeous clowns are'ty'd ; 

Or elſe canſtrain'd to give up all their charms 
Into an old ill-humour'd huſband's arms, 
Who hugs his bags, and never was inclin'd 

| To be to ought beſides bis money kind: 

On that he dotes, and to increaſe his wealth 
| Wou'd ſacrifice his conſcience, eaſe and health, 
Give up his children, and divorce his wife, 

| And live a ſtranger to the joys of life. 

| Who's always poſitive in what is ill, 

And ſtill a flave to his imperious will: 

| Averſe to any thing he thinks will pleaſe, 
Still ſick, and ſtill in love with his diſeaſe; 
With fears, with diſcontent, with envy curſt, 
To all uneaſy, and himſelf the worſt; 

A ſpightful cenſor of the preſent age, 

| Ur dully jefting, or deform'd-with rage. 

| Theſe call for pity, ſince it is their fate; — 
| Their friends, not they, their miſeries create. 
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N They are like victims to the altar led, 
Born for deſtruction, and for ruin bred; 
Forc'd to ſigh out each long revolving year, 
And ſee their lives all ſpent in toil and care. 
But ſuch as may be from this bondage free, 
Who' ve no abridgers of their liberty; 
No cruel parents, no impoſing friends, 
| To make em wretched for their private ends; 
From me ſhall no commiſeration have, 
If they themſelves to barbarous men enſlave. 
They'd better wed among the ſavage kind, 
And be to gererous lions el confin'd; 
Or match'd to tigers, who would gentler prove 
Than you, who talk of piety and hve: 
Words, whoſe true ſenſe you never underſtood, 5 
And for that reaſon are not kind nor good. . 


PARS ON. Rt 2 
Why all this rage? we merit not your hate; 
'Tis you alone diſturb the marriage ſtate: 
If to your lords you ſtrict allegiance paid, 
And their commands ſubmiſſively obey'd, 
If, like wiſe eaſtern ſlaves, with trembling awe 
You watch'd their looks, and made their will you: 
law, | | 
You wou'd both kindneſs and protection gain, 
And find your duteous care was not in vain. 
This I advis'd, this J your ſex have taught; 
And ought inſtruction to be call'd a fault? 
Your duty was, I knew, the harder part; 
Obedience being a harſh uneaſy art: 
The ſkill to govern men with eaſe can learn; 
We're ſoon inſtructed in our own concern. 
But you need all the aid that I can give, 
To make you unrepining vaſſals live. ; 
Heav'n, you muſt own, to you has been leſs 1 


You cannot boaſt our ſteadineſs of mind, 
Nor is your knowledge half ſo unconfin'd; 


- 
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We can beyond the bounds of nature ſee, 4 
And dare to fathom vaſt infinity. , 
| Then ſoar aloft, and view the worlds on high, . ; 
| And all the inmoſt manſions of the ſky; 
\ | Gaze on the wonders, on the beauties there, 
| And talk with the bright phantoms of the air: 
| Obſerve their cuſtoms, policy and ſtate, 
| And pry into the dark intrigues of fate: 
| Nay, more than this, we atoms can divide, 
And all the queſtions of the ſchool decide: 
| Turn falſehood into truth, and impudence to 
0 ſhame, 
Change malice 'gto zeal, and infamy to fame, 
Make vices virtues, honour but a name. 
| Nothing's too hard for our almighty ſenſe: ; 9 | | 
| But you, not bleſs'd with Phebus influence, 14 
Wither in ſhades; with nauſeous dullneſs curſt, 


| Born fools, and by reſembling 1deots nurſt, | 1 
| Then taught to work, to dance, to ſing and play, _ 
And vainly trifle all your hours away; 1 
Proud that you've learn'd the little arts to pleaſe, 

As being incapable of more than theſe: : 1 
| Your ſhallow minds can nothing elfe contain, 4 
| You were not made for labours of the brain; 5 19 
Thoſe are the manly toils which we ſuſtain. ID | | 
| We, like the antient giants, ſtand on high, Ll 
And ſeem to bid defiance to the ſky, +» $10 
While you poor worthleſs inſects crawl below, wt: 
And leſs than mites to our high reaſon ſhow. | 


| Yet by compaſſion for your frailties moy'd, 
| | ſtrove to make you fit to be below d. 


Sir Joun. 97 
That ĩs a taſk exceeds your utmoſt ſkill; 1 
| Spite of your rules they will be women ſtill: in 
9 | Wives are the common nuſance of the ſtate; 1 1 


They all our troubles, all our cares create, 
And, more than taxes, ruin an eſtate. 
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Wou'd they, like Lucifer, were doom'd to hell, 

That we might here without diſturbance dwell! 

Then we — uncontrouPd, our wealth em- 
OY, 

Drink high, ind take a full repaſt of joy: 

Damn care, and bravely roar away our time, 

And ſtill be buſied in ſome noble crime. 

Like to the happier brutes, live unconfin'd. 

And freely chuſe among the female kind, 

So liv'd the mighty thunderer of old, 

Lov'd as he pleas'd, and ſcorn'd to be controul'd: 

No kindred names his paſſion cou'd reſtain: *' 

Like him I'll think all nice diſtinctions vain; 

And tir'd with one, to a new miſtreſs fly, 

Bleſt with the ſweets of dear variety. 


ME11ssa. | 

To live at large a puniſhment wou'd prove 
To one acquainted with the joys of love. 
Sincere affection centers but in one, 
And cannot be to various objects ſhown. 
Wou'd men prove kind, reſpectful, juſt and true, 
And unto us their former vows renew, 
They wou'd have then no reaſon to complain; 
But till that time reproofs will be in vain. 
Some few perhaps, whom virtue has refin'd, 
Who in themſelves no vicious habits find, 
Who ſway'd by reaſon, and by honour led, 
May in- the thorny paths of duty tread; 
And till unweary'd with your utmoſt ſpight, 
In ſpotleſs innocence of mind delight: 
But ſtill the moſt will their reſentment ſhow, 


And by deplor'd effects let you their anger know, j | 


Sir WILLIAM. | 5 


Fe 


She's in the right. They ſtill wou'd virtuouÞ | 
9 ; 


prove 


Mere they but treated with reſpect and love; 
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Four barbarous uſage does revenge produce, 
it makes them bad, and is their juſt excuſe. 
m. # You've ſet them copies, and dare you repine 

| If they tranſcribe each black deteſted line? 


ParsoN. | 
I dare affirm, thoſe huſbands that are ill, 
Were they unmarry'd, wou'd be faultleſs ſtill, 
lf we are cruel, they have made us ſo; 
| Whate'er they ſuffer to themſelves they owe: 
bd: Our love on their obedience does depend, 
We will be kind when they no more offend. 


 Merissa. 7 
Of our offences who ſhall judges be? 


351 PaRs ox. | 

For that great work heav'n has commiſſion'd me. 
'm made one of his ſubſtitutes below, 
And from my mouth unerring precepts flow; 
Il prove your duty from the law divine, 
| Celeſtial truth in my diſcourſe ſhall ſhine; 
Truth dreſt in all the gaieties of art, 
In all that wit can give, or eloquence impart, 
” Attend, attend, the auguſt meſſage hear, 
Let it imprint a reverential fear, 
Till on your mind a vital influence have, ii 
If, while I ſpeak, you're filent as the grave, . 
Ihe ſacred oracles for deference call, 9 
When from my oily tongue they ſmoothly fall. — 
Firſt, TIl by reaſon prove you ſhou'd obey, 
Next, point you out the moſt compendious way. 


Tue, 


10. N And then th' important doctrine PIl improve; 1 | 
I Thheſe are the ſteps by which I mean to move. 9 
IAnd firſt, becauſe you were by heav'n deſign'd 1 

rtuou To be the comforts of our nobler kind; i 

Por us alone with tempting graces bleſt, | | * 

. And for our ſakes by bounteous nature dreſt [Il 
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With all the choiceſt beauties of her ſtore, 

And made ſo fine, that ſhe cou'd add no more 
And dare you now, as it it were in ſpight, 
Become our plagues, when form'd for our delight? 
Conſider next, we are for you accurſt; 

We ſinn'd, but you, alas! were guilty firſt. 

Unhappy Ewe unto her ruin led, 
Tempted by pride, on the bright poiſon fed; 
Then to her thoughtleſs huſband gave a part, 
He eat, ſeduc'd by her bewitching art. 
And 'twas but juſt that for ſo great a fault 
She ſhou'd be to a ſtrict ſubjection brought; 
So ſtrict, her thoughts ſhould be no more her own, 
But all ſubſervient made. to: him alone. 
Had ſhe noterr'd, her taſk had eaſy been, 
He ow'd his change of humour to her ſin. 
From that unhappy hour he peeviſh grew; 
And ſhe no more of ſolid pleaſure knew. 

His looks a ſullen haughtineſs did wear, | 
And all his words were ſcornful or ſevere: | 
His mind fo rough, love cou'd not harbour there. 
The gentle God in haſte forſook his ſeat, | 
And frighted fled to ſome more {oft retreat: 

His place was by a thouſand ills poſſeſt, | 
'The crouding dzmons throng'd into his breaſt, 
And left no room for tender paſſions there: 
His ſons with him in the ſad change did ſhare. 
His ſourneſs ſoon hereditary grew; 

And its effects are ſtill perceiv'd by you. 

With all your patience, all your toil and art, 
You ſcarce can keep the ſurly huſband's heart. 
Yoar kindneſs hardly can eſteem create; 
Yet do not blame him, ſince it is his fate: 

But on your mother Ewe alone reflect; 

"Thank her for his moroſeneſs and neglect: 
Who with a fond indulgent ſpouſe being bleſt, 

And like a miſtreſs courted and careſt, | 


vn 


5 
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Was not contented with her preſent ſtate, 


But muſt her own unhappineſs create: 


And by ill practices his temper ſpoil, 


And make what once was eaſy prove a toil. 


If you wou'd live as it becomes a wife, 

| And raiſe the honour of a marry'd lite, 

| You mult the uſeful art of wheedling try, 

| And with his various humours till comply: 

| Admire his wit, praiſe whatſoe'er he do, 
And when he's vex'd, do you be pettiſh too: 
When he is ſad, a clouded aſpect wear, 
And talk to him with a dejected air: 

| When rage tranſports him, be as mad as he, 
And when he's pleas'd, be caſy, gay and free. 
| You'll find this method will effectual prove, 
Inhanee your merit, and ſecure his love. 


Sir Jonn. 


It wou'd: but women will be croſs and proud, 
When we are merry, paſſionate and loud; 
When we are angry, then they frolick grow, 
And laugh, and fing, and no compliance ſhow ; 
In contradictions they alone delight, 

Are ſtill accurſt, and never in the right. 

By heav'n, I'd rather be an ape, or bear, 

Or live with beggars in the open air, 

Expos'd to thunder, lightning, want or cold, 
Than be a prince, and haunted with a ſcold; 

| Thoſe noify monſters much more dreadful are 
Than threat ping comets, plagues, or bloody war. 
Grant Providence (if ſuch a thing there be) 
They never may from hoarſeneſſes be free; 
May on their tongues as many bliſters grow 
As they have teeth; and to increaſe their woe, 
Let their deſires by figns be {till convey'd, 
And talking be for ever penal made. 
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| Pans; 
Hold, hold, I can't theſe interruptions bear; 
Tf you don't me, theſe ſacred truths revere. 
Now, madam, I'll inſtruct you to obey, 
And as I promis'd point you out the way. 
Firſt, to your huſband you your heart muſt give, 
He muſt, alone, 1n your affection live. 
Whate'er he is, you {till muſt think him beſt, 
And boaſt to all that you are truly bleſt; | 
If fools ſhou'd laugh, and cry 'tis but a jeſt, 
Yer itill look grave, and vow you are ſincere, 
And undiſturb'd their il|-bred cenſures bear. 
Do what you can his kindneſs to engage, 
Wink at his vices, and indulge his rage. 
How vain are women in their youthful days, 
How fond of courtſhip, and how proud of praiſe, 
What arts they uſe, what methods they deviſe 
Io be thought fair, obliging, neat and wiſe! 
Eut when they're marry'd:they. ſoon careleſs grow, 
Neglect their dreſs, and no more neatneſs ſhow. 
Their charms are loſt, their kindneſs laid aſide, 
Smiles turn'd to frowns, their wiſdom into prey 
And they or ſullen are, or always chide. 
Are theſe the ways a huſband's love to gain? 
Or won't they rather heighten his diſdain? 
Make him turn ſot, be troubleſome and ſad, 
Or, it he's fiery, cholerick and mad? | 
Thus they their peace induſtriouſſy deſtroy, 
And rob themſelves of all their promis'd joy. 
Next, unto him, you muſt due honour pay; 
And at his feet your top-knot glories lay; 
The Perſian ladies chalk you out the way: 
They humbly on their heads a foot do wear. 
As J have read, but yet the Lord knows where, 
That badge of homage graceful does appear; 
FWou d the good cuſtom were in faſhion here. 


% TTT ͤ . ˙ ˙ ee i ec 1 G wi i. r 3 ay * 5 e 


* 


1 


Livy: CHUDELETCH 83 
Alſo to him you inward reverence owe; 
If he's a fool, you muſt not think him ſo; _ 
Nor yet indulge one mean contemptuous thought, 
Or fancy he can e'er commit a fault. 
Nor muſt your deference be alone confin'd 
| Unto the hid receſſes of your mind, 
But muſt in all your actions be difplay'd, 
| And viſible to each ſpectator made. 
| With him well pleas'd, and always chearful live, 
| And to him ſtill reſpectful titles give, 
Call him your lord, and your good breeding ſhow, 
And do not rudely too familiar grow: | 
Nor like ſome country matrons call him names, 
As John, or Feffrey, William, George, or James; 
Or what's much worſe, and ne'er to be forgot, 
| Thoſe coarſer terms of ſloven, clown, or ſot; 
„Por though perhaps they may be juſtly due, 48 
They mutt not, madam, once be ſpoke by you: 1/3 
| Soft winning language will become you bet; - hi 
„Ladies ought not to rail, though but in jeſt. | 
| Laſtly, to him you fealty muſt pay, | 
And his commands without diſpute obey. - "ty 


£1 


A blind obedience you from guilt ſecures, | bit: 
And if you err, the fault is his, not yours. mM 
| What I have taught you will not tireſome prove, 4 
If, as you ought, you can but truly love: 4 
Honour and homage then no taſk will be; 110 
And we ſhall, ſure, as few ill huſbands ſee 10 
As now good wives: they'll prodigies appear, if 
Like whales and comets, ſhew ſome danger near. 1 
Now to improvement I with haſte will run, 
he ſhort in that, and then my work is done. 
To you, fir, firſt I will myſelf apply, 7 
To you, who are more fortunate than IL ( 
And yet are free from the dire gordian tie; 
You that religion ought to love and praiſe, 1 
Which does you thus above the females raiſe; | 


| 
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Next, me admire, who can ſuch comments make, 
And kindly wreſt the ſcripture for your ſake: 
And now if you dare try a marry'd ſtate, 
You'll have no reaſon to accuſe your fate, 
Since I have told 'em, if they be good wives, 
They muft ſubmit, and flatter all their lives. 
You, who already drag the nuptial chain, 
Will now have no occaſion to complain, 
Since they beyond their ſphere no more will tow l 
But for the future own your ſov'reign pow'r, 
And being induc'd by this advice of mine, 
Io you their ſenſe and liberty reſign: 
Turn fools and ſlaves, that they the more may 
i pleats... 
Nov it is fit for gifts ſo vaſt as theſe, 
We wou'd ſome little gratitude expreſs, 
And be more complaiſant in our addreſs: 
Bear with their faults, their weakneſſes of mind, 
When they are penitent, we ſhou'd be kind. 
And that their faith we may the more ſecure, 
For them ſome 1 inconveniencies endure; 
When they're in 1 danger, their defenders prove; ; 
I Vill ſhew at once our valour and our love. 
But let it be our more immediate care 
To make them theſe unerring rules revere. 
Bid them attentively each precept read; 
And tell them they're as holy as their creed: 
Be ſure each morning, e'er they eat or pray, 
That they with care the ſacred leſſon ſay: 
This will our quiet, and their ſouls ſecure, 
And both our happineſs, and theirs enſure. 
I on their duty cou'd with eaſe enlarge, 
But I wou'd not too much their mem'ries charge: 
They're weak, and ſhou'd they over-loaden be, 
| They'll ſoon forget what has been ſaid by me; | 
Which heav'n avert! ſince it much thought has 
| Galt: 8 
And who wou'd have ſuch wond'rous rhet rick lol | 
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nay 
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__*Mernssa. 
A mouſe the lab'ring mountain does diſcloſe; 


What rais'd my wonder, my derifion grows, 


With mighty pomp you your harangue begun, 
And with big words my fix'd attention won. 
Each ftudied period was with labour wrought, 
But deſtitute of reaſon and of thought. 

What you meant praiſe, upon yourſelves reflects, 
Each ſentence is a ſatyr on your ſex. 

If we on you ſuch obloquies had thrown, 


We had not, ſure, one peaceful minute known. 


But you are wiſe, and ſtill know what is beſt, 
And with ne may be allow'd to jeſt. 


| ParsoN. 
How dire you treat me with ſo much negle? 
My ſacred function calls for more e reſpecl. 


A 


Toe ſtill reverd your order as divine; 
And when ſee unblemiſh'd virtue ſhine, 
When ſolid learning, and ſubſtantial ſenſe 


Are join'd with unaffected eloquence; 


When lives and doctrines of a piece are made, 
And holy truths with humble zeal convey'd; 
When free from paſſion, bigotry and pride, | 
| Not ſway d by int'reſt, nor to parties ty'd, 


Contemning riches, and abhorring ftrite, 


| | And ſhuning all the noiſy pomps of life, 


You live the awful wonders of your time, 


Without the leaſt ſuſpion of a crime; 

I ſhall with joy the higheſt deference pay, 
And heedfully attend to all you ſay. 
From ſuch, reproofs ſhall always welcome prove, 


* 


As 8 effects of piety and love. 
R3 
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EW ͤ 
But thoſe from me can challenge no reſp& 
Who on us all without jult caule reflect; 

Who without mercy all the ſex decry, 
And into open defamations fly: 
Who thinks us creatures for deriſion made, 
And the Creator with his works upbraid: 
What he call'd good, they proudly think not fo, 
And with their malice their profaneneſs ſhow. 
Tis hard we ſhou'd be by the men deſpis d, 
Yet kept from knowing what wou'd make us priz'd: 
Debarr'd from knowledge, baniſh'd from the ſchools, 
And with the utmoſt induſtry bred fools. 
Laugh'd out of reaſon, jeſted out of ſenſe, 
And nothing left but native innocence: 

'Then told we are incapable of wit, 
And only for the meaneſt drudgeries fit: 

Made ſlaves to ſerve their luxury and pride, 
And with innumerable hardſhips try'd, 

Till pitying heav'n releaſe us from our pain, 
Kind heav'n to whom alone we dare complain. 
TH ill- natur'd world will no compaſhon ſhow; 
Such as are wretched, it wou'd ſtill have ſo: 

It gratifies its envy and its ſpight; | 
The moſt in others miſeries take delight. 

While we are preſent, they ſome pity ſpare, 
And feaſt us on a thin repaſt of air: 4 
Look grave and figh, when we our wrongs relate, 
And in a compliment accuſe our fate: | 
Blame thoſe to whom we our misfortunes owe, 
And all the ſigns of real friendſhip ſhow. 
But when we're abſent, we their ſport are made, 
[hey fan the flame, and our oppreflors aid; 
 {oin with the ſtronger, the victorious fide, 

And all our ſuff”rings, all our griefs deride. 


Thoſe gen'rous few, whom kinder thoughts inſpire, 


And who the happineſs of all deſire: 
ho with we were from barb'rous uſage free, 
Exempt ſrom toils, and ſhameful ſlavery, 
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| Yet let us, unreprov'd, miſ-ſpend our hours, 
And to mean purpoſes employ our nobler pow'rs. 
They think, if we our thoughts can but expreſs, 
And know but how to work, to dance and dreſs, 
| It is enough, as much as we ſhou'd mind, 

As if we were for nothing elſe deſign'd, 

But made, like puppets, to divert mankind. 

O that my ſex wou'd all ſuch toys deſpiſe; 

And only ſtudy to be good and wiſe; — 
Inſpect themſelves, and every blemiſh find, 

| Search all the cloſe receſſes of the mind, 

And leave no vice, no ruling paſſion there, 

| Nothing to raiſe a bluſh, or cauſe a fear: 

Their memories with ſolid notions fill, 

And let their reaſon dictate to their will; 


Inſtead of novels, hiſtories peruſe, 


| And for their guides the wiſer antients chuſe, 
Through all the labyrinths of learning go, 
And grow more humble, as they more do know, 
By doing this they will reſpeC procure, | 
| Silence the men, and laſting fame ſecure; 

And to themſelves the beſt companions prove, 
And neither fear their malice, nor deſire their 


love. 
| Sir WILLIAM. | 
Had you the learning you ſo much deſire, 


| You, ſure, wou'd nothing but yourſelves admire: 
All our addreſſes wou'd be then in vain, 

And we no longer in your hearts ſhou'd reign: 
dSighs wou'd be loſt, and ogles caſt away, 

| You'd laugh at all we do, and all we fay. 

No courtſhip then durſt by the beaux be made 

| To any thing above a chamber-maid. 

| Gay cloaths and periwigs wou'd uſeleſs prove; 
None but the men of ſenſe wou'd dare to love: 
With ſuch, heav'n knows, this iſle does not abound, 
For one wiſe man, ten thouſand fools are found; 
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Who all muſt at an awfull diſtance wait, 
And vainly curſe the rigour of their fate. 
Then blame us not if we our intreſt mind, 
And would have knowledge to ourſelves cofin'd; 
Since that alone pre-eminence does give, | 
And robb'd of it we ſhou'd unvalu'd hve. 

While you are ignorant, we are ſecure, 

A little pain will your eſteem procure. 
Nonſenſe well cloath'd will paſs for ſolid ſenſe, 
And well pronounc'd, for matchleſs eloquence: 
Boldneſs for learning, and a foreign air 

For niceſt breeding with th'admiring fair. 


| i fon 
By heav'n, I wiſh twere by the laws decreed 
They never more ſhou'd be allow'd to read. 
Books are the bane of ftates, the plagues of life, 
But both conjoin'd, when ſtudied by a wife: 
They nouriſh faction, and increaſe debate, 
Teach needleſs things, and cauſeleſs fears create W 
From plays and novels they learn how to plot, 
And from your ſermons all their cant is got; 
From thoſe they learn the damn'd intriguing way, 
How to attract, and how their ſnares to lay: 
How to delude the jealous huſband's care, 
Silence his doubts, and lull aſleepchis fear: 
And when diſcover'd, by the laſt they're taught 
With ſhews of zeal to palliate their fault, 
'To look demure, and talk in ſuch a ſtrain, 
You'd ſwear they never wou'd do ill again. 
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FVou're in the right, good things they miſapply; Fi 
Yet not in books, but them, the fault does lie: 1 
Plays are of uſe to cultivate our parts, 5 
They teach us how to win our hearers hearts: | c 
Soft moving language for the pulpit's fit, ö 


Tis there we conſecrate the poets wit: 
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| But women were not for this province made, 
And ſhou'd not our prerogative invade; | 
| Whate'er they know ſhou'd be from us convey'd: ) 


d; We their preceptors and their guides ſhou'd prove, 


And teach them what to hate, and what to love. 
But from our ſermons they no ill can learn, 
They're there inſtructed in their true concern; 

| Told what they mult, and what they muſt not be, 
And ſhew'd the utmoſt bounds of liberty. 


, EEE: 
| Madam, ſince we none of your beauty ſhare, 
| You ſhou'd content yourſelves with being fair: 


| That is a bleſſing, much more great than all 

d That we can wiſiom, or can ſcience call: 
| Such beauteous faces, ſuch bewitching eyes, 

fe, Who wou'd not more than muſty authors prize? 
Such wond'rous charms will much more glory yield, 
| Than all the honours of the duſty field; 

* Or all thoſe ivy wreaths that wit can give, 


And make you more admir'd, more reverenc'd live. 

| To you the knowing world their vows do pay, 

v2) WW And at your feet their learned trophies lay; t 
And your commands with eager haſte obey. * 
By all my hopes, by all that's good I ſwear, 

IId rather be ſome celebrated fair, 

ght | Than wiſe as Solon, or than Creſus' heir, a 

I Or have my memory well ſtuff'd with all 

| Thoſe whimſies which they high-rais'd notions call. 


| ,  Mernssa. 
| : Beauty's a trifle merits not my care, 
apply; Id rather Z/op's ugly viſage wear, g 
lie: Þ Join'd with his mind, than be a fool and fair. 


| Brightneſs of thought, and an extenſive view 


s: Of all the wonders nature has to ſhew; 
So clear, ſo ſtrong, and ſo enlarg'd a fight 
As can pierce through the gloomy ſhades of night, 
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Trace the brit heroes to their dark abodes, 
And find the origin of men and Gods: 

See empires riſe, and monarchies decay, 

And all the changes of the world ſurvey: 
The antient and the modern fate of kings, 
From whence their glory, or misfortune ſprings; 
Wou'd pleaſe me more, than if in one combin'd, 
F'd all the graces of the female kind. 

But do not think 'tis an ambitious heat; 
'To you I'll leave the being rich and great: 

Yours be the fame, the profit, and the praiſe; 
We'll neither rob you of your vines, nor bays: 
Nor will we to dominion once aſpire; 

Lou ſhall be chief, and ſtill yourſelves admire: 

The tyrant man may {till poſſeſs the throne, 

__ . *Tis in our minds that we wou'd rule alone: 
Thoſe unſeen empires give us leave to ſway, 

And to our reaſon private homage pay: 

Our ſtrugling paſſions within bounds confine, 
And to our thoughts their proper taſks aſſign. 

This is the uſe we wou'd of knowledge make; 
You quickly wou'd the good effects partake. 
Our converſations it wou'd ſoon refine, 

And in our words, and in our actions ſhine: 

And by a pow'rful influence on our lives, | 

Make us good friends, good neighbours, and good 

f wives. | 
Of this ſome great examples have been ſhown, 
Women remarkable for virtue known: 

| Jealous of honour, and upright of life, 

Serene in dangers, and kn. to firife: © 
Patient when wrong'd, from pride and envy free, 
Strangers to falſehood and to calumny; 

Of every noble quality poſſeſt: | 

Well ſkill'd in ſcience, and with wiſdom bleft. 

In antient Greece, where merit ſtill was crown'd, 
Some ſuch as theſe in her records were found. 
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Rome her Lucretia, and her Porcia ſhow, 
And we to her the fam'd Cornelia owe: 
A place with them does great Zenobia claim; 
With theſe 1 cou'd ſome modern ladies name, 
Who help to fill the bult-y liſts of fame: 
Women renown'd for knowledge, and for ſenſe, 
For ſparkling wit, and charming eloquence. 
| But they're enough; at leaſt to make you own, * 
| If we leſs wiſe and rational are grown, CC 
Tis owing to your management alone. 
If, like the antients, you wou'd gen'rous prove, 
And in our education ſhew ont rs ELLE 
Into our fouls would noble thoughts inſtil}, 
Our infant minds with bright ideas fill: 
| Teach us our: time in learning to employ, 
| And place in ſolid knowledge all our joy: 
| Perſuade us trifling authors to refuſe, 


Inform us how a proſperous ſtate to bear, 
And how-to act when fortune is ſevere: 
We ſhou'd be wiſer, and more blameleſs live, 
And leſs oecaſion for your cenſures give: 
At leaſt in us leſs failings you wou'd ſee, 
And our diſcourſes wou'd leſs tireſome be: 
Though wit like yours we never hope to gain, Y' 
vet from impertinance we ſhould de FER 0 
And learn to be leſs talkative and vain. 
Unto the ſtricteſt rules we ſhould ſubmit, 
And what we ought to do, think always fit, 
Never diſpute, when duty leads the way, 
But its commands without a ſigh obey. 
free, To reaſon, not to humour, give the reins, 
And be the ſame in palaces and chains. 
But you our humble ſuit will {till decline; 
t. To have us wiſe was never your deſign: 
n'd, I You'll keep us fools, that we may be your jeſt; 
a They who know leaſt are ever treated beſt. 


| And when we think, the uſeful'ſt ſubjects chuſe: 
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If we do well, with care it is conceal'd: 


But every error, every fault's reveal'd: 


While to each other you ſtill partial prove, 


Can ſee no failures, and even vices love. 


Ihe bloody maſters of the martial trade, 

Are prais'd for miſchiefs, and for murders paid. 
The noiſy lawyers if they can but bawl, 

Soon grace the wool-ſacks, and adorn the hall. 
The envy'd great, thoſe darling ſons of fame, 
Who carry a majeſtick terror in their name; 


Who, like the demy Gods, are plac'd on high, 


And ſeem th'exalted natives of the ſky; - 
Who, ſway'd by pride, and by ſelf-love betray'd, 
Are ſlaves to their imperious paſſions made, 

Are with a ſervile awe by you rever'd: 


Prais'd for their follies, for their vices fear d. 
The courtier, who with ev'ry wind can veer, _ 
And *midſt the mounting waves can ſafely ſteer 


Who all can flatter; and with wond'rous grace, 
Low cringing'bows, and a deſigning face, 


A ſmiling look, and a diſſembled hate, 


Can hug a friend, and haſten on his fate, F 
Has your applauſe; his policy you praiſe; 


And to the ſkies his prudent conduct raiſe.  - - 


The ſcholar, if he can a verb decline, 
And has the ſkill to reckon nine times nine, 
Or but the nature of a fly define; 


Can mouth ſome Grech, and knows where Athen 


Tho' he perhaps is neither wiſe nor good, 
Is fit for Oxford; where when he has been, 
Fach college view'd, and each grave doctor ſeen, 


Makes vapours dance before his troubled fight, 


He mounts a pulpit, and th'exalted height . 
And he no more can ſee, nor think aright. 


Vet ſuch as theſe your conſciences do guide, 
And O er your actions and your words preſide: 
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hlame you for faults which they themſelves commit» 
Arraign your judgment, and condemn your wit; 
Inſtill their notions with the greateſt eaſe, 

And hood-wink'd lead you whereſoe'er they pleaſe. 
The formal juſtice, and the jolly knight, 

Who in their money place their chief delight; 
Who watch the kitchen, and ſurvey the eld, 
To ſee what each will to their luxury yield; 

Who eat and pun, then quarrel, rail and drink, 
gut never are at leiſure once to think; 

Who, weary of domeſtick cares being grown, 
And yet, like children, frighted when alone, 

| (Deteſting books) ſtill hunt, or hawk, or play, 
And in laborious trifles waſte the day, 
Are lik'd by you, their actions ſtill approv'd. 
And if they're rich, are ſure to be belov'd. 
Theſe are the props, the glory of the ſtate, 
And on their nod depends the nation's fate: 
| Theſe weave the nets, where little flies Letray'd, 
Are victims to relentleſs juſtice made; 988 
While . e contemn the ſnares they (_ 
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aid 3 


As bonds too weak ſuch mighty men to hold, 
That ſcorn to be by any laws controuPd. 
Fhyſicians, with hard words and haughty looks, 
And promis'd health, bait their cloſe-cover'd hooks : 
J Like birds of prey, while they your gold can 
then; | | | 
; © You are their care, their utmoſt help is lent; 
But when your guineas ceaſe you to the Spa are 


ſcent, 


ſent. 


© Yet ſtill you court them, think you cannot die 
If you've a ſon of Zſculapius by. 

The tradeſmen you careſs, although you know - 
They wealthy by their cheats and flatt'ries grow; 
vou ſeem to credit ev'ry word they ſay, 
And as they ſell, with the oy conſcience pay. 
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Nay to the mob, thoſe dregs of human kind, 
'T hole animals you ſight, your wond'rous kind; 
To them 88 cringe; and though they are your 

port, 

Yet ſtill you fawn, and till their favour court. 
Thus on each other daily you impoſe, 

| And all for wit and dext'rous cunning goes, 
is we alone hard meaſure ſtill muſt find, 

But ſpight of you we'll to ourſelves be kind; 

Your cenſures ſlight, your little tricks deſpiſe, 

And make it our whole buſineſs to be wiſe: | 

The mean low trivial cares of life diſdain, 

And read and think, and think and read again, 

And on our minds beſtow the utmoſt pain. 

Our ſouls with ſtricteſt morals we'll adorn, 

And all your little arts of wheedling ſcorn; 

ge humble, mild, forgiving, juſt and true, 

Sincere to all, reſpectful unto you, | 

While, as becomes you, ſacred truths you teach, 
And live thoſe ſermons you to others preach. 
With want of duty none ſhall us upbraid; 
Where-e'er tis due, it ſhall be nicely paid. 

Honour and love we'll to our huſbands give, 

And ever conſtant and obedient live: 

ik they are ill, we'll try by gentle ways 
Jo lay thoſe tempeſts which their paſſions raiſe: 
But it our ſoft ſubmiſſions are in vain, | 
We'll bear our fate, and never once complain. 
Unto our friends the tend'reſt kindneſs ſhow, 

| Be wholly theirs, no ſep'rate intreſt now: 

With them their dangers and their ſuff rings ſhare, 
And make their perſons and their fame our care. 
The poor we'll feed, to the diftreſs'd be kind, 

And ſtrive to comfort each afflicted mind: 

Viſit the ſick, and try their pains to eaſe; 

Not without grief the meaneſt wretch diſpleaſe: 
And by a goodneſs as diffus'd as light, 

'i'o the purſuit of virtue all 1 invite, 
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Thus will we live, regardleſs of your hate, 


Till re-admitted to our former ſtate; _ 
Where, free from the confinement of our = 


In glorious bodies we ſhall baſk in day, | 
And with enlighten'd minds new ſcenes ſurvey; 


Scenes much more bright than any here below, 


And we ſhall then the whole of nature know; 

| See all her ſprings, her ſecret turnings view, | 
And be as noble and as wiſe as you. 

| With generous ſpirits, of a make divine, 

In whoſe bleſt minds celeſtial virtues ſhine, 
Whoſe reaſon, like their ſtation, 1s ſublime, 
And who fee clearly through the miſts of time, 
- Thoſe puzzling glooms, where buſy mortals ſtray, 
And ſtill grope on, but never find their way, 
We ſhall, well pleas'd, eternally converſe, 
And all the ſweets of ſacred love poſſeſs: 
Love, freed from all the groſs allays of ſenſe, 
So pure, ſo ſtrong, ſo conſtant, fo intenſe, 
That it ſhall all our faculties employ, 

And leave no room for any thing but joy. 
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MISTRESS COCK BORN 


As the youngeſt daughter of Captain 

Dawid Trotter, a Scots gentleman, and 

| commander in the royal navy, in the 

reign of Charles II. and of Mrs. Sarah Ballenden, 

Who was nearly related to the illuſtrious families 

of Maitland, Duke of Lauderdale, and Drummond, 
Earl of Perth, . 

She was born at London on the 16th of Aug}, 
1679. She gave early marks of her genius, and 
brought a tragedy on the ſtage with great applauſe 
by her 17th year, which, with three others and: 
comedy, compoſe all her dramatic works. , 
But poetry and dramatic writings were not the 

main objects of this Lady's attention, which waz 
chiefly employ'd on religion and philoſophy. I 
May 1702, ſhe pnblifh'd a Defence of Mr. Locke: 
Effay on Human Underſtanding, againſt ſome re- 
marks publiſhed in 1697, for which ſhe received 

the thanks of Mr. Locke. In 1726-7, ſhe pub- 
Iiſh'd a Letter to Dr. Hold/avorth, of Oxford, oc- 
caſioned by a ſermon reflecting on Mr. Locke; and, 
in 1747, a Vindication of Dr. S. Clarke againſt Dr, 
6 „ 


Mrs. Cockburn wrote many other diſcourſes on 3 
{crious aud important ſubjects, but has left behind 


her very few poems. 


She was married to the Rev, Mr. Cockburn in ; 
the year 1708, and died on the 11th of May, 1749 Þ 


in the 71ſt year of her age. | 
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F OEMS 
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— 


; CALLIOPE' [1] Dizkerions bow to deſerve 


and diſtinguiſh the MusEs Inſpiration. 
g& T TEND, ye num'rous daring throng, 


| who ſtrive 
To gain the dang'rous hill, where few 
K _ arrive; Do 
Learn how the ſacred height you may attain, 
And ſhine among the ky 4 favourite train. 

> Let none preſume the hallow'd way to tread, 

© By other than the nobleſt motives led. 

£ If for a ſordid gain, or glitt'ring fame, 

Io pleaſe, without inſtructing, be your aim, 
Jo lower means your groveling thoughts confine, 
Unworthy of an art that's all divine. | 


N 
3 $e + 


5 other Ladies to write on Mr. Dryden's death, under 
4 the ſeveral names of the Nine Muſes; fhe auas ſome 
time after addreſſed from Ireland, as to a Muſe, 
deſiring ber Inſpiration; To which theſe Verſes 
3 Were ſent in anſwer, „„ 


— 


[1] Mrs. Cockburn having joined with eight 
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Next try your judgment; e'er yourſelves indite, ] 
Ju conde mn, and praiſe, what others write, / 
If pompous empty ſound you moſt affect, 

Or labour'd ſcenes inſipidly correct, 5 
Devoid of ſenſe ſublime; if uncouth thought, 
With artleſs toil, far out of nature ſought, 5 

Or trifling play of words delight you more, 
With glaring tinſel-ſhow, than ſolid oar; Wy 
On the poetic art your pains you'll waſte, 5 
In cold productions duller than your taſte. 1 

But if true worth alone your praiſe obtain, FB 
While S——e, D----fy, Bre you diſdain, 53 
Proceed, and hope by moral views ſucceſs, II 
If we your well-directed labours bleſs. | . 4 

When for the tragic ſtrain you are inclin'd, B 
To draw the various paſſions of the mind; E. 
Ambition, love, or hate, revenge, or pride, ; If 
Whate'er diſorders human ſouls divide, | In 
Let your juſt ſcene their ruling diſapprove, 5 


Ev'n of the ſoft, not leaſt pernicious love; 
Inſtruct how ſuxe, as if on ruin bent, 
They all the happineſs they ſeek prevent. 

If you attempt the comic ridicule, 

Laſh not alone the groſſer knave, or fool; 
But all the gallant vices of the age, L 
Of which men boaſt, ſhould bluſh upon the ſtage; 
The more approv'd, the more diffus'd they are, 
Leſs your impartial pen the dang'rous ill ſhould *; 


ſpare. . | 
Let the ier well-bred beau himſelf perceive | N. 
The moſt accompliſh'd, uſeleſs thing alive: 1 
Expoſe the bottle ſparks, that range the town, gu. 
Shaming themſelves with follies not their own; 1 
But chief thoſe foes to virgin innocence, 3 
Who, whilſt they make to honour vain pretence, pÞ 
With all that's baſe and impious can diſpenſe. [ 
To gain, or quit, ſome fond deluded ſhe, ; 


it's a] oele 
Deceit's a jeſt, falſe vows are gallantry; ] 
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Let ev'ry [1] Dorimant appear a knave, 
And no falſe wife her falſer honour ſave. 
If by ſeverer ſatyr you'd correct, 
Boldly the crimes of ev'ry rank detect; 
But ne'er deſcend your cenſure to apply; 
Tis vile lampoon, below the Muſes dignity. 
Not ſo to praiſe; each honour'd name rehearſe; 
Peculiar merit moſt deſerves your verſe; | 
By virtue dignified, the loweſt name i: i | | 
Is worthy Us, and ev'ry tongue of Fame. I. 
Thus far depends on your own care and art; | 
A lifeleſs heap without the Muſes part. 
If Shakeſpeare's ſpirit, with tranſporting fire, 
| The animated ſcene throughout inſpire; 
If in the piercing wit of Yanbrugh dreſt, 
Fach ſees his darling folly made a jeſt; 1 
| If Garth's, and Dryder's genius, through each line 
| In artful praiſe, and well turn'd fatyr ſine; 
| To Us aſcribe th'immortal ſacred flame, 
And ſtill invoke th'auſpicious Muſes name. 


The CAUTION. 


e: SET kiſſes may be inocent, 

'F But, ah! too eaſy maid beware; 

ſh Though that is all thy kindneſs meant, 
eis love's deluſive fatal ſnare. 


No virgin eer at firſt deſign'd | 
Through all the maze of love to ſtray; 
But each new path allures her mind, 


| Till wand'ring on, ſhe loſe her way. 
„ — — 


| (1] 4 looſe character in the Man of Mode, a 
celebrated comedy, | | 


LE 
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Tis eaſy cer ſet out to ſtay; 3 
But who the uſeful art can teach, * 
When ſliding down a ſteepy way, 
To ſtop, before the end we reach? 


Keep ever ſomething in thy pow'r, 


Beyond what would thy honour ſtain; 


He will not dare to aim at more, 


Who for ſmall favours ſighs in vain. 


The PLATONIC. 


W do you thus alarm my ſoul 


With fears to loſe your heart? 
Or why, when I beſtow the whole, 
Return me but a part? 


A boundleſs love you ought to pay, 


Since tis my actions that alone, 
What bounds the laws have ſet, obey; 


My fond affeQion ſhall have none. 


Another, warm'd with groſſer fires, 
Which tender paſſion will appear, 
May yield to all your wild defires, 


Though to her heart your not ſo dear. 


Can one, whom pleaſures only move, 

Beyond my gen'rous flame deſerve? 
P've not that bribe to ſooth my love, 
Let love without reſerve. 
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The NEEDLESS DECEIT. 


5 dear returning lovely ſwain, 
With what delight I ſee | 
Thy paſſion kindled thus again! 

Again you burn for me! 


And more, I fear, than equal fire 
My melted eyes confeſs'd, 

When you with rapture ſeem'd texpire, 
On my heav'd glowing breaſt, 


Yet, do not think, that you perſuade 
You'never falſe have been; | 

For I have proofs your heart has ſtray'd; 

| Too certain proofs have ſeen. - 


| Why ſhould you aim ſtill to deceive, 
{ That have a ſurer power? N 


My wrongs I felt, and muſt believe; 
But could forgive you more. 


APOEM, occaſioned by the Bus rs ſet up in the 
Queen's Hermitage; deſigned to be preſented 
with a VINDICATION 75 Mr. Locke, which 
was to have been inſcribed to her Majeſty. | 


Grandeur and pomp at diſtance can revere, 
Content, nor with the dazzling ſcene were near. 
In glories more refin'd my thoughts delight, 
Chief the fam'd Hermitage would charm my fight. 
Delicious Richmond! were thy proſpect mine, | 
— 


Of Albion's ſplendid court unmov'd J hear; 0 | 


With rapture I ſhould view great Caroline, 
Where in her native luſtre, moſt ſhe'Il ſhine; 
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There her ſuperiour ſoul itſelf diſplays, 
That Locke and Newton could deſign to raiſe. "F 
Rich in themſelves ſhe knew the folid dar, V 
And gave the royal ſtamp to dignify it more. | F 
Yet each new honour, added to their name, 


nown'd. | | 
But not for ſuch illuſtrious names alone | Li 
Has that choice ſeat her care of merit ſhewn: S 
Shar'd by the moſt obſcure, who greatly aim, B. 
Struggling through all impediments to fame, N 


By art unaided, and by want depreſs d, 
Whilſt toils the day, and cares the night moleſt; ) 
Yet ſnatching moments from thoſe cares and toils, W A 


To court the Muſe, tranſported with her ſmiles: 
The bounteous Queen, pleas'd with th unwonted V. 


A daring bard ſhe views, though deep diſtreſs'd, If 


fight, (3 14303-3444 | Faq 
To aid th'aſpiring genus in his flight, cM W 
From all incumbrances to diſengage, | Ye 
Seats him at eaſe near her lov'd Hermitage. | Hi 
Thrice, happy Threſher! [1] now exert thy W 
| force, OS : V 
Whilſt all incitements join to urge thy courſe. 
Sweet are thy labours there, thy toils refin'd, I 
With arts to cultivate the fallow mind. Al 
The venerable buſts, that honour'd ſtand, E --: 
Plac'd by thy royal patroneſs's hand, Ne 
Inſtruct thee in her taſte, and bid thee raiſe | By 
To ſubjeQs worthy her thy future lays: | Ye 
By them ſtupendous truths thou may'ſt be taught, I T. 
Thy Maker's awful works excite thy thought, Te 
His wiſdom in their ſtructure to rehearſe, Su 
And deep philoſophy inform thy verſe. 11 


[1] The Rev. Mr. Stephen Duck. 
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O! would the mighty Queen once more deſend 9 

The low to raiſe, the fearful to defend; {42/08 

| Whom yet nor fears nor malice could avert | | 

From daring injur'd merit to aſſert; | 

Though not the flail and fickle could retard, 

Or cares diſcourage more the rural bard, - 

Than thoſe reſtraints which have our ſex con 

- fin'd, | Wi 


| By partial cuſtom check the ſoaring mind: | 1 
Learning deny'd us, we at random tread — 
Unbeaten paths, that late to knowledge lead; | 


hy ſecret ſteps break through th'obſtructed way, 
Nor dare acquirements gain'd by ſtealth diſplay. 
If ſome advent'rous genius rare ariſe, | 
Who onexalted themes her talent tries, . 
| She fears to give the work, though prais'd, a name, 
And flies not more from infamy then fame. 
| Would royal Caroline our wrongs redreſs, 
| Vouchſafe acceptance of this mean addreſs; _ 
| Favour a Muſe, who, though ſhe weakly ſoars, 
| With glory wing'd, thy patronage implores; 
| Yet trembles, whilſt ſhe tenders at thy feet 
Her bold effay great Locke to vindicate. 
What worthy thee, or him, can gain the light _ 
| Whilſt black'ning clouds depreſs, and damp our 
i | flight? | 
If not the ET give the attempt applauſe, 
And patroniſe in her the ſex's cauſe. 
No added honours ſhe pretends to give, 
No greater luſtre could thy buſts receive 
By aught the ableſt artiſt can produce; 
Vet are the humble inſtruments of uſe | 

it, That bruſh the duſt and vermin, as they riſe 

To hide that luſtre, and their worth diſguiſe. 

Such is my taſk----O! were like theirs my fate, 
Thb'obſcureſt corner of that bleſt retreat! 


Vol. I. | = 
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But I, alas! in northern climes grown old, 
No more my native country ſhall behold; 
Since Providence has caſt my lateſt lot, 
Her pleafing ftreams and ſhades be now forgot. 
Yet, gracious Queen, a more auſpicious fate 
May crown thoſe labours, which thy ſentence wait, 
If thou, indulgent to the author's aim, | 
With partial praiſe commend the work to fame, IN 
Admitted by thy choice a place to have, N 
Though in the loweſt claſs, of Merlin's cave. 
Ol might I thus the bleſt occaſion prove, 
Fair emulation in the ſex to move! 
Beholding one, who could but well deſign, 1 
Protected thus by royal Caroline. I, 
Important is the boon! nor J alone, | 
'The female world its influence would own, 
"T*approve themſelves to thee, reform their taſte, 
No more their time in trifling pleaſures waſte; 
In fearch of truths ſublime, undaunted ſoar, 
And the wide realms of fcience deep explore. 
Quadrille ſhould then reſign that tyrant ſway, 
Which rules deſpotic, blending night with day; 
Uſurps on all the offices of life, | 
The duties of the mother, friend, and 501 
Learning, with milder reign, would mor enlarge 
Their pow'rs, and aid thoſe duties to diſcharge; 
T'o nobler gain improve their vacant hours: 
Be Newton, Clarke, and Locke, their mattadores. 
Then, as this happy iſle already vies 
In arms with foes, in arts with her allies; 
No more excel d in aught by Gallia's coaſt, 
Our Albion too ſhould of her Daciers boaſt. 


Aberdeen, Auguſt 1732. 
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The VAIN ADVICE. Soße 


H gaze not on thoſe eyes! forbear 
That ſoft enchanting voice to hear: 
Not looks of baſiliſks give ſurer death, 
Nor Srens ſing with more deſtructive breath. 


Fly, if thy freedom thou'dſt maintain. 

Alas! I feel th'advice is vain?! | 
A heart whoſe ſafety but in flight does lie, 
Is to far loſt to have the pow'r to fly. 
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MRS. CONSTANTIA GRIERSON, 
| of KILKEENN v. 


AS a moſt excellent ſcholar, not only 

in Greek and Roman literature, but in 
hiſtory, divinity, philoſophy, and ma- 
thematics: and what makes her character the more 
remarkable is, that ſhe died fo early as the age of 
twenty-ſeven, and that ſhe acquired this great 


learning merely by the force of her own genius, 
and continual application, 


She gave proof of her knowledge in the Lati: 


tongue by her dedication of the Dublin edition of 
Tacitus to the Lord Carteret, and by that of Te- 
rence to his ſon, to whom ſhe hkewiſe wrote 3 
Greek epigram. She alſo wrote ſeveral poems in 
Engliſh; but of theſe there are none extant, ex- 
cept a few diſperſed up and down Mrs. 1 

volume of poems, and two pieces publithed by 
Mrs. Pilkington, with all which we have here pre- 
ſented our readers. | 
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| To Miſs LaTiTia Van LEWEN (afterwards 


And how much fruit her trees this ſummer bore; 
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Mrs. PILKINGTON) at a Country Aſſige. 


HE fleeting birds may ſoon in ocean 


ſwim, | 
And northern whales thro' liquid azure. 
ſkim: | 


The Dublin ladies their N forſake; 
To dreſs and ſcandal an averſion take; 

When you can in the lonely foreſt walk, 

And with ſome ſerious matron gravely talk 

Of poſſets, poultices, and waters ſtilÞd, | 
And monſtrous caſks with mead and cyder fill'd; 
How many hives of bees ſhe has in ſtore, 


Or home returning in the yard can ſtand, 
And feed the chickens from your bounteous hand: 
Of each one's top-knot tell, and hatching pry, 
Like Tully waiting for an augury. 

When night approaches, down to table fit 
With a great croud, choice meat, and little wit, 
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What horſe won the laſt race, how mighty Tray 
At the laſt famous hunting caught the prey; 


Surely you can't but ſuch diſcourſe deſpiſe, 


Methinks I ſee diſpleaſure in your eyes: 

O my Lætitia, ſtay no longer there, 

You'll ſoon forget that you yourſelf are fair; 

Why will you keep from us, from all that's gay, 

There in a lonely ſolitude to ſtay? 

Where not a mortal through the year you view 

But bob-wig'd hunters, who their game purſue 

With ſo much ardour, they'd a cock or hare 

To thee in all thy blooming charms prefer. 
You write of belles and beaux that there appear, 


And pilded coaches, ſuch as glitter here; 


For gilded coaches, each eſtated clown 
That gravely ſlumbers on the bench has one; 


But beaux! they're young attorneys ſure you mean! 


Who thus appear to your romantic brain. 
Alas! no mortal there can talk to you, 
That love or wit, or ſoftneſs ever knew: 
All they can ſpeak of's Capias and law, 


And writs to keep the country fools in awe. 
Aud if to wit, or courtſhip they pretend, 
*Tis the ſame way that they a cauſe defend; 


In which they give of lungs a vaſt expence, 
But little paſſion, thought or eloquence: 

Bad as they are, they'll ſoon abondon you, 
And gain and clamour in the town purſue. 
So haſte to town, if ev'n ſuch fools you prize; 
O haſte to town! and bleſs the longing eyes 


Of your CONSTANT», 


T, 
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To the Same, on the ſame Occaſion. 


: FF my Lztitia ſtill perſiſts to love 


The country village, and the ſhady grove, 


The murm'ring riv'let and the turtles moan, 
| Deſpiſing all the grandeur of a town; 

| Where beauty triumphs, and where pleaſure reigns, 
And rounds of mirth relieve our daily pains; 
Where George's mighty ſubſtitute appears, 

And every face with blooming pleaſure chears; 
Grafton! whom never fair one ſaw unmov'd, 

| Whom ev'n great Churchills beauteous offspring 


lov'd. 


For him whate'er o'er all our kingdom's fine, 
They in this happy place together join; 

With him each warlike glittering ſoldier goes, 
With him the tender race of whining beaux; 
In ſhort, we've here all that may hope engage 
One of your wit, your beauty, and your age. 


If all theſe pow'rful arguments ſhould fail, 


ll in the tendereſt part your heart aſſail; 
The lovely Damon languiſhes and dies, 
Nor can revive, but by your charming eyes; 
But I forgot---Mamma theſe lines muſt ſee, 
80 ſhall you hear no more of him from me. 


To Mrs. Ma 1 ABER, under the Name of Sap- 


PHIRA; occaſioned by the Encaurgement ſhe met 


with in England to publiſh her PogMs by Sub- 
ſcription. 4 


' ONG has the warrior's, and the lover's fire 


i I Employ'd the poet, and engroſs'd the lyre; 
And juſtly too the world might long approve. 


The praile of heroes and of virtuous love; 


—— — —— 


And raiſe her joys by making others bleſt. 


% 


Tis not to wound, but to inſtru, ſhe writes. 


No more their dear-bought fame wou'd raiſe their 


Shall never give her ſoul one conſcious pain; 
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Had tyrants not uſurp'd the hero's name, Bo 
Nor low deſires debas'd the lover's flame, | Bo 
If on thoſe themes all triflers had not writ; | Lc 
Guiltleſs of ſenſe, or elegance, or wit. . Tt 

Far different themes we in thy verſes view; 1 
Themes in themſelves alike ſublime and new: Hz 
Thy tuneful labours all conſpire to ſhow H. 
The higheſt bliſs the mind can taſte below: H. 
To eaſe thoſe wants with which the wretched pine, H. 
And imitate beneficence divine: H. 
A theme, alas! forgot by bards too long; H. 
And, but for thee, almoſt unknown to ſong. A 

Such wiſe reflections in thy lays are ſhown, 1 H 
As Flaccus Muſe, in all her pride, might own: IC 
So elegant, and fo refin'd thy praiſe, _ J. 


As greateſt minds at once might mend and pleaſe: W 
No florid toys in pompous numbers dreſt; 
But juſteſt thoughts in pureſt ſtile expreſt: M 
Whene'er thy Muſe deſigns the heart to move, I 
'The melting reader muſt with tears approve; 
Or when more gay her ſprightly ſatyr bites, 


Cou'd ----, or ---- from the tomb, 
Which ſhades their aſhes till their final doom, 
The dire effects of vicious writings view, 
How wou' d they mourn to think what might enſue! 
Bluſh at their works, for no one end deſign'd 
But to embelliſh vice, and taint the mind! 


1 


pride; | | 
But terrors wait on talents miſapply'd. 
Not ſo Sapphira: her unſully d ftrain 


7 
\ 


yl 


To lateſt times ſnhall melt the harden'd breaſt, 
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| Theſe works, which modeſty conceal'd in night, 
Your candour, gen'rous Britons, brings to light; Þ 


Mas. GRIERSON. 215 


K Born by your arms for liberty's defence; 

Born by your taſte the arbiters of ſenſe: 

Long may your taſte, and In. your empire ſtand, 
To honour wit, and worth, from every land. 

| Oh! cou'd my conſcious Muſe but fully trace 
The filent virtues which Sapphira grace; 

How much her heart from low deſires refin'd; 


Her tender care and grief for the diſtreſt; 

Her joy unfeign'd to ſee true merit bleſt; 

Her foul ſo form'd for every ſocial care; 

A friend ſo generous, ardent and ſincere; 

How wou'd you triumph in yourſelves to find 
Your favours ſhown to ſo compleat a mind; 
To find her breaſt with every grace inſpir'd, 

e: Whom firſt you only for her lays admir'd. 
Thus the great father of the Hebrew ſtate, 
Who watch'd for weary'd ſtrangers at his gate; 
The good he thought conferr'd on men unknown, 
He found to more exalted beings ſhown. 


Dublin, Jan. 5, 1732. 


N VERSES occaſioned by Mrs. BAR BER Son ſpeak- 


ing Latin in School to leſs Advantage than Eng- 
nel! liſh; written as from a SCHOOLFELLOW. 


WA And hope to triumph in our ſchool no more. 
Though you ſpeak Engliſh verſe with graceful eaſe; 
Though every motion, air and accent pleaſe; 
Though every ſpeech a crouded audience draws; 
And ev'ry line be echo'd with applauſe; 

Fet now thy undeceiv'd companions ſee, 

The Muſe, thy mother, only ſpeaks in thee. 
ht We knew long ſince your verſe, ſo much admir'd, 
t; By her ſuperior genius was inſpir'd; 


72 
1 
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How much her works, the tranſcript of her mind; 


1 Thus twice detected, Con. thy pride give o'er, 


— 
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And by your Latin ſpeech this day you've ſhown 

Your graceful action too was her's alone. 

In learned languages had ſhe been ſkill'd, 

Still with your praiſes had our ſchool been fill'd. 
Yet, youth, repine not at impartial fate; 

Nor mourn thoſe ills that muſt attend the great. 

For had ſhe been with meaner talents born; 

Did no uncommon gifts her mind adorn; 

Had ſhe been moulded like the ſtupid race, 

Whom culture can't exalt, nor ſcience grace; 

Phœbus had then not ſtudy'd to cose 

The future grandeur of her ſoaring ſoul. 

But when he ſaw each Muſe, with endleſs pains, 

Forming the curious texture of her brains; 

When he beheld them anxious to inſpire 

A double portion of celeſtial fire; | 

Grown jealous, for the honour of the dead, 

He thus, in anger, to the Virgins ſaid: | 
„In vain you ſtrive, with ſuch unweary'd care, 

4 To grace the breaſt of this accompliſh'd fair: 

In vain ye labour to adorn her mind | 

4 With tuneful numbers, and with ſenſe refin'd; 

4% With ev'ry elegance of thought and phraſe: 

« With Virgil's purity, and Ovid's eaſe; - 

« Though ſhe with them in all their graces vie; 

4% Yet Tl their univerſal tongue deny. 

« For if, like them, ſhe could unfold her mind 

In language underſtood by all mankind; 

„Their matchleſs fame through many ages won, 


(Her ſex might boaſt) would be in one out-done.” 


To the Hon. Mrs. PExC1vaL, on her deſiſting from 


the Bermudan Project. 


COME guardian pow'rs, in pity to our land, 
MP Your voyage to the ſummer-iſles withſtand. 
Heav'n will by other means convert the weſt; 
And you muſt make your native country bleſt: 
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Your buſineſs there was but to ſerve mankind; 
And here for that an ample field you'll find; | 
To virtue, here, may thoughtleſs ſouls perſuade, 
Inftru the ignorant, the wretched aid: 

Of theſe no realm, from Lapland to Fapan, 
Diſplays ſuch numbers as Hibernia can. 

Haſte then, O haſte! return, and bleſs our eyes, 
Nor more the call of Providence deſpiſe: 

Let others ſtill near Albion's court reſide, 

Who ſacrifice their country to their pride, 


| And ſquander vaſt eſtates at balls and play, 


While public debts increaſe, and funds decay; 
While the ſtarv'd hind with want diſtracted lives, 


| Nor taſtes that plenty which his labour gives. 
| Let thoſe alone to foreign countries ſtray, 
Who, with their wealth, their follies take away. 


Whatever ſuch may act, where-c'er they go, 


Do thou return to mitigate our woe. 

| Our gold may flow to Albion with each tide; 
But let them with that gold be ſatisfy' d: 
The want of that we long have learnt to bear; 
But ſouls, like thine accommpliſh'd, cannot ſpare. 


| To the Hon. Mrs. PERCIVAL, with Hutcheſon's 


Treatiſe on Beauty and Order. 


H' internal ſenſes painted here we ſee: 
They're born in others, but they live in thee: 


| O were our author with thy converſe bleft, 
Could he behold the virtues of thy breaſt; 

| His needleſs labours with contempt he'd view; 
| And bid the world not read----but copy you! 


vol. I. * 
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The SPEECH of CUPID, upon ſeeing him ſel 
painted by the Hon. Miſs Cog ak ( — 
Counteſs of Dylert) on a Fan. 


1 N various forms have I been ſhown, 
Though little yet to mortals known; 
In antient temples painted blind, 

Nor leſs imperfeQ in my mind: 

Abroad I threw my random darts, 
And ſpiteful pierc'd ill- ſuited hearts: 
The ſteady patriot, wiſe and brave, 

Is to ſome giddy jilt a ſlave; | 
The thoughtful ſage oft weds a ſhrew: 
And veſtals languiſh for a beau: 


The fiery youth's unguided rage; 


The childiſh dotages of age; | 
'Theſe, and ten thouſand follies more, 


Are plac'd to injur'd Cupid's ſcore, 


As ſuch, is Love by realms adord, 
As ſuch, his giddy aid implor'd: 


Though oft the thoughtleſs nymph and ſwain, 


That ſued me thus, have ſued in vain. 
Yet, long inſulted by mankind, 


Who from falſe figures judg'd my mind; 


And on me all the faults have thrown, 
They were themſelves aſham'd to own; 
I from this picture plainly ſee 

A mortal can be juſt to me; 

That awful ſweetneſs can diſplay 
With which angelic minds I ſway; 
With which I rule the good on earth, 
And give exalted paſſions birth: 


The form of Love, fo long unknown, 


At laſt by bright CHariſſa s ſhown: 
Her hand does ev'ry beauty trace 


That can adorn a heay'nly face; 
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And of my graces more unfold, 

Than ever paint, or verſe of old. 

Nou hear the God, whom worlds revere, 
What he decrees for her, declare, 
Thou, lovely nymph! ſhalt ſhortly prove 
* Thoſe ſweets thou paint'{ ſo well in love: 

| Thou ſoon that charming ſwain ſhalt ſee, 

* Whom fate and I deſign for thee; | 
Nis head adorn'd with ev'ry art; 

With ev'ry grace his glowing heart, 

| That throbs with every fond defire 

Thy charms can raiſe, or love inſpire. 

You from each other ſhall receive 

The higheſt joys I know to give: 

| (Though to thy parents long before 

l thought J empty'd all my ſtore) 

While your exalted lives ſhall ſhow 

A ſketch of heavenly bliſs below ; 

* The bliſs of ev'ry God-like mind, 

* Beneficent to human kind; 

And ] to mortals ſhine confeſs'd, 

Both in your paint, and in your breaſt. 


| PROLOGUE tw THEODOSIUS; ſpoken 


by ATHENA1S at the Theatre in Dublin, when 
Lord and Lady CARTERET were in Ireland. 


Vo look ſurpriz'd, in this deriding age, 
þ To find that love dares venture on the ſtage; 
Where you of late ſeem nothing to approve 


But what, in men of ſenſe, contempt muſt move; 


That after all your concerts, farces, ſhows, 

| You muſt attend a dying lover's woes. 

| 1know you'll be amaz'd at what I mean, 

In all my height of fortune to complain: 

> Ador'd by monarchs, and an emp'ror's bride, 
You'll ſay I need not in a fret have dy'd. 
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Forbear; nor witleſs jeſts on love employ, 

Alike unknowing in its pain and joy: 

When you deſpiſe its happineſs or woe, 

You but your want of ſenſe, or virtue ſhow: 

Be humane then, be touch'd with ſcenes refin'd, 


mind: | 

And, by your pity of my woes to-night, 

Convince the world your hearts are form'd ariglit. 
Or if you ſcorn to hear what I adviſe, 


Which, while they raiſe the paſſions, mend the- 


Let great examples teach you to be wile. 


Lovers are not fo out of fathion here, 

That Athenais bluſhes to appear: | 

As fam'd a pair [1] adorns this iſle and age, 
As ever cou'd each other's heart engage: 


_ Endow'd with ev'ry grace of form and mind, 


To raiſe the love and wonder of mankind: 
Though bleſs'd with ev'ry gift to merit fame, 
Their higheſt glory is their mutual flame: 


A flame, like that my tender boſom fir'd ; 


But rul'd by reaſon, and by heav'n inſpir'd: 
Their love like mine, but diff rent far their fate; 
As happy they, as I unfortunate. 

But my diſtreſs had never reach'd the ſtage, 

Had heav'n reſerv'd me to the preſent age: 
None would have dar'd my fondneſs to abuſe, 
Had I from beauteous Worſley learnt to chuſe; 
Nor I my heart on rath Yaranes ſet, — 


Had I, like her, but known a Carteret, 


. [1] Lord and Lady Carteret. 
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MISTRESS MARY JONES 


S the daughter of the late Mr. Oliver Jones, 
of Oxford. She is now living; and the read- 
er will readily agree that Oxford is deſervedly 

called the SEaT of the Muss whilſt this inge- 
nious Lapy reſides there. Her uncommon merit 
early. recommended her to the notice of the polite 
world; and ſhe has the honour of the friendſhip anc 


acquaintance of Hex ROYAL Hicuness the 


PRINCESS of ORANGE; as well as an intimac) 
with many of our Engliſb Nobility. To her Poems 
fhe has added a Collection of Letters, chiefly to 
the Honourable Miſs Lovelace; in all which there 


appears a genteel familiarity, and great vivacity 


8 of ſtile and ſentiment. 
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And yet yow'd have me write! F or what? for | 
__ whom? oy 
To curl a fav'rite in a dreſſing room? WA 
To mend a candle when the ſnuff's too ſhort? | | 
Or ſave rappee for chamber-maids at court? iN 


B Y. * 


An EPISTLE to Lady Bowven, 


"OW much of paper's ſpoil'd! what 


floods of ink! 
And yet how few, how very few can 
| think! | | 
The knack of writing is an eaſy trade; 
But to. think well requires----at leaſt a head. : 
Once in an age, one genius may ariſe, 7 
With wit well cultur'd, and with learning $a” of 
Like ſome tall oak, behold his branches ſhoot! 
No tender ſcions ſpringing at the root. 
Whilſt lofty Pope erects his laurell'd head, | 
No lays, like mine; can live beneath his ſhade. - Hal 
Nothing but weeds and mos, and ſhrubs are found. | 1 


Cut, cut them down, why cumber they theg round? * | \| 
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Glorious ambition! noble thriſt of fame!---- 
No, but you'd have me write----to get a name. 
Alas! I'd live unknown, unenvy'd too; 

*Tis more than Pope with all his wit can do. 


Nor _ at Cornus, or at Cornus wife. 

What's fame to me, who pray, and pay my rent? 

If my friends know me honeſt, I'm content. 
Well, but the joy to ſee my works in print! 

Myſelf too pictur'd in a mezzo-tint! 

The preface done, the dedication fram'd, 


With lies enough to make a lord aſham'd! 


Thus I ſtep forth; an Auth'reſs in ſome ſort. 
My patron's name? „O chooſe ſome lord at court; 
« One that has money which he does not uſe, 


« One you may flatter much, that is, abuſe. 


« For if you're nice, and cannot change your 
note, 3 1 
« Regardleſs of the trimm'd, or untrimm'd coat; 


« Believe me, friend, you'll ne'er be worth a 


groat.” | 
Well then: to cut this mighty matter ſhort, 
Tve neither friend, nor intereſt at court. 
Quite from St. James's to thy ſtairs, Whitehall, 
I hardly know a creature, great or fmall, 


Except one maid of honour, [1] worth them all. 


I have no bus'neſs there. Let thoſe attend 
The courtly levee, or the courtly friend, 

Who more than fate allows them dare to ſpend. 
Or thoſe whoſe avarice, with much, craves mor 
The penſion'd beggar, or the titled poor. 


[1] Honourable Miſs Lovelace. 
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Theſe are the thriving breed, the tiny great! 
Slaves! wretched ſlaves! the journeymen of ſtate! 
Philoſophers! who calmly bear diſgrace, 


| Patriots, who ſell their country for a place. 


Shall I for theſe diſturb my brains with rhyme? 
For theſe, like Bavius creep, or Glencus climb? 
Shall I go late to reſt, and early riſe, 
To be the very creature I deſpiſe? 
With face unmov'd, my poem in my hand, 
Cringe to the porter, with the footman ſtand? 
Perhaps my lady's maid, if not too proud, 
Will ftoop, you'll ſay, to wink me from the croud. 
Will entertain me, till his lordſhip's dreſt, 
With what my lady eats, and how the reſts: 
How much ſhe gave for ſuch a birth-day gown, 
And how ſhe trampt to ev'ry ſhop in town. 

Sick at the news, impatient for my lord, 
I'm forc'd to hear, nay ſmile at ev'ry word. 


| Tom raps at laſt,---+« His lordſhip begs to know 
<< Your name? your bus'neſs?”--Sir I'm not a foe. _ 


come to charm his lordſhip's liſt ning ears 

With verſes, ſoft as muſic of the ſpheres. 

«© Verſes!---Alas! his lordſhip ſeldom reads: 

„ Pedants indeed with learning ſtuff their heads; 


But my good lord, as ail the world can tell, 


« Reads n tradeſmen's bills, and ſcorns to 
ſpell. 


But truſt your lays with me ſome things I've read, 


Was born a poet, tho' no poet bred: 
„And if I find they'll bear my nicer view, 
« Tl recomend your poetry---and you.” 
Shock'd at his civil impudence, I ſtart, 
Pocket my poem, and in haſte depart; 
Reſolv'd no more to offer up my wit, 
Where footmen in the ſeat of critics fit. 
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Who, bred in foreign courts, and early known, 
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Is there a Lord [1] whoſe great unſpoted ſoul, 

Not places, penſions, ribons can controul; 

Unlac'd, unpowder'd, almoſt unobſerv'd, 

Eats not on ſilver while his train are ſtarv'd; 

Who, tho? to nobles, or to kings ally'd, 

Dares walk on foot, while ſlaves in coaches ride; 

With merit humble, and with greatneſs free, 

Has bow'd to Freeman, and has din'd with me; 


Has yet to learn the cunning of his own; 

To titles born, yet heir to no eſtate, 

And harder ſtill, too honeſt to be great; 

If ſuch an one there be, well-bred, polite, 

'To him I'll dedicate, for him Pll write. 
Peace to the reſt. I can be no man's ſlave; ' 

I aſk for nothing, tho'I nothing have. 

By fortune humbled, yet not ſunk ſo low 

'To ſhame a friend, or fear to meet a foe. 

Meanneſs, in ribbons or in rags, I hate; 

And have not learnt to flatter, ev'n the great. 


Few friends I aſk, and thoſe who love me 7. 


What more remains, theſe artleſs lines ſhall t 
Of honeſt parents, not of great, I came; 

Not known to fortune, quite unknown to fame. 

Frugal and plain, at no man's coſt they eat, 

Nor knew a baker's, or a butcher's debt. 

O be their precepts ever in my eye! 

For one has learnt to live, and one to die. 

Long may her widow'd age by heav'n be lent 


Among my bleſſings! and I'm well content. 


I aſk no more, but in ſome calm retreat, 

To ſleepin quiet, and in quiet eat.  _ 
No noiſy ſlaves attending round my room; 
My viands wholſome, and my waiters dumb. 


[1] Rr. Hon. Nevil, Lord Lovelace, who died 
ſoon after, in the 28th year of his age. 
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No orphans cheated, and no widow's curſe, 
No houſhold lord, for better or for worſe, 
No monſtrous ſums to tempt my ſoul to fin, 
But juſt enough to keep me plain and clean. 
And if ſometimes, to ſmooth the rugged way, 


Charlot ſhould ſmile, or you approve my lay, 


. Enough for me. I cannot put my truſt 


In lords; ſmile lies, eat toads, or lick the duſt. 


Fortune her favours much too dear may hold: 
An honeſt heart is worth its weight in gold. 


Of PATIENCE. 


| An EPISTLE t the Rt. Hon. SAMUEL, 


Lord MASHAM. 


* DATIENCE, my Lord, a virtue rare, I grant; 
1 And what, I fear, the wiſeſt of us want: 


Eaſy the taſk in action to excell, 


| The ſoul's laſt trial lies in fuff' ring well. 


From fear, or ſhame, what ſpecious acts proceed! 


And worldly aims oft prompt the ſhining deed. 
Look but on half the boaſted things we do, 
And praiſe or profit is the point in view. 


From theſe, what crops of virtue bleſs the land! 
With theſe, how oft the mower fills his hand! 
Prompted by theſe the knave we oft regard, 
While ſuff' ring virtue is her own reward; 


| Silent and meek ſhe paſſes unobſerv'd, 
Nor prais'd by whom ſhe's over-reach'd or ſtarv'd. 


But granting nobler motives-to the few, 
And fame or int'reſt not the point in view; 
Grant of the wretched's ſuff rings we partake, 
And praiſe, or pity ev'n for virtue's ſake; 

Yet that ſoft temper of the gen'rous mind, 
That very breaſt, benevolent and kind, 
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That noble ſenſe, which feels what others feel, 
Which you, my Lord, who know it, beſt can tell; 
Itſelf oppreſt, can leaſt reſiſtance ſhow, 
But pines, or ſinks beneath its proper woe. 
— What though in action brave, unaw'd by fear, 
Reſolv'd as [1] Clayton, or as Swift ſevere; 
In diff*rent views their trials, tempers ſcan, 
Ev'n Swift can weep, and Clayton is a man. 
Superior faculties avail not here, . 
Wit points the ſhaft, and valour pours the tear. 
The ſame nice nerve which vibrates to the brain 
Its ſenſe of pleaſure gives, as quick its pain: 
And all the diff” rence *twixt the fool and wiſe, 
In their ſenſations and perceptions lies. 
The man of wit in many parts is ſore, 
Touch but a genius, and he ſmarts all o'er. 


4 * 


[1] Lieut. General Clayton; who, after a life 
Spent in the ſervice of his king and country, into 
evhich he enter d at 17 years old, was at laſt killed 
by a random ball at the battle of Dettingen, in his 
68h year; after the defeat of the enemy, and as he 
awas riding through the ranks to encourage the pur- 
ſuit. He awas buried at Hanau, under a e 
charge of cannon, with other military honours due 
to his diftinguiſhed merit and character. His per- 
ſonal bravery under the reigns of King William, 
Queen Anne, and the preſent Royal Family, is too 
Aubell known to need a remark; and his domeſtic cha- 
rafter was ſo amiable in all its ſeveral relations, 
that I can only expreſs my ſenſe of it in the words of 
Hamlet, 


« Fe avas + man, take oo for all in all, 
« T ſhall not look upon bis like again.” 
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The downright aſs is paſſive, mild, and tame, 


| By blows or kindneſs urg'd, is till the fame: 


His ſtoic breaſt no kindling paſſions prove, 


Kick him you may, but you can never move. 


O envy'd creature, who nor feels or fears, 
Who all things ſuffers, all things bravely bears. 


| Whom neither hope or fear, or ſhame can move, 
Nor kindling mounts to rage, or melts to love. 

| His pleaſures always equal, flowing, full, 

For ever patient, and for ever dull! 


If then from wiſdom half our pains ariſe, 


; Say, Maſbam, what avails it to be wiſe? 
| The greateſt good proud ſcience can beſtow, 


But learn'd the lateſt, 1s------Ourſelves to know. 
Vet after all their ſearch, the wiſe complain 
| This very knowledge irritates their pain, 


In vain you tell me of the ſtoic train: 


| Where is the man not ſenſible of pain ? 

All find, all feel it too in ſome degree; 

It makes old Zeno fret as well as me. 

| Elſe why not chooſe, for contemplation ſake, 
The burning plough-ſhare, or the tort'ring rack? 
If pain's no ill, why not prefer the ſtone 

| To velvet cuſhions, and to beds of down? 

I grant he reaſon'd calmly in the gout, | 
But try him farther, and you'll find him out. 


[1] This word is generally uſed to expreſs Anger) 
or a Senſe sf Injury; but comes from the French 
Reflentiment, and originally means no more than a 
ſenſible Apprehenſion or true Feeling: as, Il awvoit 
| quelque Reſſentiment de Goute. Je ne perdrai ja- 
| mais le Reſſentiment des Bontez que vous maves 
| temoignees. (See Miege's Dit.) In which ſenſe it 
is here uſed. 5 
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| The wiſe his wiſdom to reſentment [1] owes, 
| The fool feels little, for he little knows. 
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Touch but his pride, at once you make him ſmart: 


A ſtoic only juſt in ſuch a part; 


In all the reſt ſuſceptible of pain, 

And feels and reaſons much like other men. 
Among th'intrepid breed I know there are 

Who any hardſhip, any pains can bear. 

To whom leſs ſhocking is th' impending ſword, 

'T han to the meek of ſoul a ſlighting word. 


What hardy '{quires, what ſoldiers daily feel, 


A thouſand ſoft Adoniſes would kill. 

% Yet whence is this?” ---From reaſon, 12 no 
doubt. 

But pray, will abſtract reaſon cure the gout? 

Did ever axioms ſooth the nervous ill? 

Or ſyllogiſms pay the doctor's bill? 


Too much, I fear, of reaſon's aid we boaſt, 


Where moſt 'tis wanted there it fails us moſt. 
I'is not the ſoldier's reaſon makes him bear 
Th'inclement ſeaſon, and the toilſome war; 
"Tis not the nice deduction of the ſquire, 


That keeps him well and warm without a fire: 
The mind does little; *tis the body here, 


That is, in ſtrictneſs, the philoſopher. 
Thoſe only then are truly ſaid to bear 

Who feel the pain, no matter what, or where. 
Suppoſe it of th' acute, or lingring kind, 
Suppoſe it of the body, or the mind; | 
Suppoſe it touch the welfare of a friend, 


Suppoſe it only at the finger s end; 


Yet, if you feel the ſtroke, tis pain to you, 
And if you bear it well, you're patient too. 

For pain, as ſuch, is neither more or les. 
But borrows all its ſting from paſſiveneſs. 


From thoſe nice touches which from ſenſe ariſe, 


Or which, when paſt, reflection oft re 
In this, I grant, are infinite degrees, 


But hence reſults our miſery or eaſe: 
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Not from the ſtroke, ſo much as from the ſmart, 
Not from the wound, but from the head or heart. 


Hence Timon's peevifh, Dromio mild and tame; 

But ſhall we flatter one, the other blame, 

Becauſe their feelings are not juſt the fame? 

Yet quite a wretch who feels and frets we call, 

And quite a faint who nothing feels at all. 
This too, perchance, may ſerve to reconcile 

The virgin's panics, and the ſtoic's ſmile. 

'Tis this makes Charlot at a ſpider ſeream---- 

This, ſpite of reaſon, reſolution, fame, | 

May make a ſoldier ſhrink, a ſaint blaſpheme. 

'This to a medium every ſtation brings, 

This levels with their ſlaves the proudeſt kings, 

And reconeiles th'unequal face of things. 

This inward ſenſe, the feeling of the ſoul, 


Of pain and pleaſure comprehends the whole. 


In vain ſoft Conti warbles in my ear, 


If the lax nerve convey no pleaſure there. 


In vain the picture, and the ſplendid feaſt, 

If this not ſtrike the eye, nor that the taſte. 
Leſs pleas'd am I with Farinelli's note, 

Than the rude cobler in his merry throat: 
He, who beneath ſome ſhatter'd bulk reclin'd,. 
Smiles at the tempeſt, and derides the wind. 
Who hunger, dirt, and all but thirſt can bear, 
Jo ſpleen a ſtranger, and a foe to fear. 

His mind no rude ſenſations diſcompoſe, 

Nor ſmells offenſive e'er affront his noſe; 

Nor high debates, nor falling ſtocks he minds, 
His awtul temples, lo! a fillet binds; 

Patient he eyes the future and the paſt, 

And, as a king, is happy to the laſt. 

To me it ſeems, howe'er our lot may fall, 
That pain and pleaſure's dealt alike to all; 
That every ftation has its proper ill, 

In what we fancy, or in what. we feel; 
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That every worldly pleaſure we may gain, 

Is dropt again in ſome attendant pain. 

Thus wiſely deals th'impartial hand of heav'n, 

To check our pride, and keep the balance even. 
Tell me, ye proud ones! who this world 

poſſeſs, 
Are not the high and low, the great and leſs, 
Born with an equal plea to happineſs? 


True, in your wants and wiſhes you ſucceed; 


But are you better than the ſlaves you feed? 
Have you more virtue who of ven'ſon eat, 
Than he who thriſts and hungers at your gate? 
Alas! with plenty, peace is ſeldom giv'n, 
Nor beccaficoes always gifts of heav'n. 

Lell me, ye poor ones! and your ſtate explain, 
Whoſe patience heav'n proportions to your pain, 


To whom is wanting ev'ry earthly good, 


But quiet ſleeps, and appetites ſubdu'd; 

Whoſe hopes to no wild ſummit ever preſt, 

No keen ſenſations to diſturb your breaſt: 

Say, why were all theſe wondrous bleſſings giv'n, 
But to convince you of the care of heay'n? 

To ſhew how equally its gifts are lent, 


Jo ſome in gold, to others in content. 


Still thoſe are reſtleſs, diſcontented theſe, 


The poor for riches ſigh, the rich for eaſe. 


Thus Curio pines with envy at the great, 

While you, my lord, are ſick of pomp and ſtate. 

« My fate is hard, (cries one) o erlook' d! forgot! 

« Yet all life's comiorts are my neighbour's lot. 

„ See, he's poſſeſs'd of all that heav'n can grant, 

« But I, unhappy! ev'ry bleiling want; 

« His life, tho' vile, is one luxutious treat, 

« Whilſt I have virtue, but not bread to eat.” 

Well, but you've friends, in health too pretty 
ſound, 83 

« That's not the caſe; I want ten thouſand pound. 
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Still you have What! no reaſon to complain? 

| Perhaps not much. However, think again. 

As yet but half this envy'd man you've ſeen, 

The outſide's fair indeed, but look within; 

| Perhaps there's ſomething there corrodes his breaſt, 
That cruel ſomething, common to the reſt: 

Some fav'rite wiſh too wild, or weak to own, 


Some ſecret pang, to all beſides unknown. 


| Or with his bleſſings count his want of health; 
And to the pleaſures add the plagues of wealth: 
| On ev'ry ſide the envy'd creature view, 

Then tell me which is happieſt, he or you? 


Poſſeſſing all things, cou'd we all enjoy, 
Wou'd neither appetites, nor objects cloy, 
Where ev'ry ſenſe, each pleaſing paſſion keen, 
Not pall'd-by ſurfeits, nor chaſtis'd with ſpleen; 


How bleſt the rich! how curſt indeed the poor! 
{ One to enjoy, the other to endure. 


But why repine at what to wealth is given? 
Since gouts and cholics ſet the matter even. 
Behold the man of luxury and wine! 

His ſtation too, it ſeems, is hard as thine. 


What tho' for him our ſtatelieſt turbots ſwim, 
And Trance her vines luxuriant prunes for him; 


Vet he complains, when lab'ring thro' the feaſt, 
Of loſs of appetite, and want of taſte; 

[1] Envies the very beggar at his gate, 

Who hardly knows the luxury to eat. 


[1] It is but ſtrict poetical juſtice: to our ingenious 
Authoreſs, to give, in this place, a ſhort extract 


From one of her letters; in which, ſpeaking of theſe 


lines, ſhe ſays, „If great N zwou'd only date 
& their works, they would not be ſo often accuſed of 


« ſtealing from one another. I thought the image 
in this couple; entirely my own, and was greatly 
rejoiced in th. :ontemplation of it: but about tao 
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But what? your barns are full, your rents increaſe; 

Sir Robert too has promis'd you a place. 

Have comfort, man! let not your ſpirits fail! 

Perhaps to-morrow you may reliſh quail. 

Think rather of the pleaſures which you ſhare, 

And learn their inconveniencies to bear. 

Rejoice in cray-fiſh foop! be glad in trout! _ 

But pray have patience when you feel the gout; 

Sit down reſign'd when cholicks rack your breaſt, 

Or rite, like Bethel, from th'intemperate feaſt. 
Thus each has ſomething to enjoy and bear; 

And none may envy much his neighbour's ſhare. 

Envy! the ſource of half the wretched feel, 

And where it ſtrikes, the hardeſt wound to heal. 

Let why repine at what my neighbours taſte? 

Since I in ſomething elſe am juſt as bleſt. 

Jo me perhaps kind heav'n indulgent grants 

The ſpirits, health, or limbs my neighbour wants 

To me has giv'n a quicker ſenſe of ſhame, 

While he feels nothing of contempt or blame: 

Jo me no acres of paternal ground, 


Jo him the ſpleen and fifty thouſand pound. 


if doom'd ſeverer tryals to ſuſtain, 
Some fecret pow'r may blunt the edge of pain: 
"The keen ſenſation uſe may reconcile, | 
And added hope affliction's ſting beguile. 

Wou'd you enquire why man's to ſuffring born; 
'F'o feel his frailties, and his nature mourn? 
Why each has his peculiar ill aflign'd, 
Some pain of body, or ſome plague of mind; 


*« months after, out comes Pope to Murray, with 
** the very thought, only better clothes on; 


Call'd happy dog the beggar at the door, 
And envy'd thirſt and hunger to the poor. 


« And ſo Mr Pope, Sins the greater e had 
all the honour of tt,” © 
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| Some lingring malady for years endur'd, 


Some hopeleſs paſſion never to be cur'd: 

| And why not rather temp'rate, wile, ſerene, 

| Without all healthful, and all peace within? 

| Know, thankleſs man! that he, who rules the ball, 

In goodneſs infinite permits it all. 

| For nat'ral evil, rightly underſtood, 

| Works but the grand deſign, our moral good; 

And he unjuſtly of his lot complains, 

Who finds his ſtrength proportion'd to his pains. 

I bis life, with pain and pleaſure intermixt, 

Is but a ſtate of tryal for the next; | 

| A ſtage on which, amid the vary'd ſcenes, 

| Promiſcuous Cæſars tread with Harlequins. 

| Where none of all the ſelf-admiring train 

May chooſe his part, or ftrut his hour again: 
Our bus'neſs only through the meaſur'd ſpan 

To act it well, and Wi as we can. 

Pain was permitted in the various part, 

{ To check the manners, and chaſtiſe the heart; 
Lo blunt the appetite to moral ill; 

| To curb, reſtrain, and rectify the will; 

| Tocall us back from every wild purſuit; 

| To clear the ſoil for virtue's plants to ſhoot; 

| To move compaſlion for our neighbour's ill, 

| And teach us where to weep from what we feel: 

| Tohx, to urge the bus'neſs of our ſpan; 

| To raiſe the hero, and to mend the man. 


Strong trials muſt the headſtrong temper break, 


| As gentler methods oft reclaim the meek. 
When lightnings flaſh, the moſt obdurate mind 
| Some efforts ſure of penitence muſt find: 

| Ev'n Felix trembles at a gen'ral doom, 

| And owns the terrors of a world to come. 

| Theſe are the ends for which afflictions came, 
{ To rouſe our reaſon, and our paſſions tame; 

| To ſet fair virtue in her proper light, 

| And fix our wavering attention right, 
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What though your part amid the gen'ral ſcene 


Too high or hard appear, too low or mean; 
Beſet with wants, with cares and fears oppreſt, 
The ſport of fortune, and of men the jeſt: 
Yer wait awhile, whatever chance befal, 
Heav'n's ways are equal, thine unequal all. 
Here but as ſtrangers journeying for a ſpace, 
To ſeek ſome ſure, ſome diſtant reſting- place; 
Some perils by the way we mutt endure, 

The cruel robber, and the night obſcure. 
Yet, arm'd with patience, let us boldly dare, 
The end is certain, and the proſpect fair. 

He, who proportions largely all our gain, 
Weighs ev'ry loſs, and counts out ev'ry pain; 
Sees all our frailties, meaſures duſt by duſt, 

In all he gives and takes ſupremely juſt; 


That pow'r eternal will our ſteps befriend; 


And guide us ſafely to our journey's end; 

Where ev'ry pang, where ev'ry fear ſhall ceaſe, 

And each immortal gueſt ſubſide to peace. 

To him who ſuffer'd well, will much be giv'n, 

And patience wear the brighteſt wreath in heav'n. 
For you, my lord, in various conflicts ſeen, 


Not ſpoild with peeviſnneſs, nor ſowr'd with 


ſpleen, 
The beſt of tempers, and the beſt of men: 
For you, alas! one trial yet remains; 
O ſuffer righteouſly theſe proving ſtrains; 
And if unmov'd, unruffled you can hear, 
What Patience' ſelf perchance could hardly bear; 
If yet this ſorer trial you ſurvive, 
Your lordſhip is the patient'ſt man alive. 


Of DESIRE. 
An EPISTLE to the Hon. Miſs Lovelace, 


. theſe impetuous movements of the 
breaſt? 

Why beat our hearts, unknowing where to reſt? 

Muſt wie ſtill long untaſted joys to taſte, 

Pant for the future, yet regret the paſt? 

Can reaſon, can a ſtoic's pride controul 

This unremitting ſickneſs of the ſoul? 

Reaſon! what's that, when lawleſs paſſion rules? 

The jeſt of ſenſe, and jargon of the ſchools. 

Some few perhaps have by its lore been taught 

To think, and with juſt only what they ought: 

Sufficient to themſelves, their wants are ſuch, 

'They neither aſk amiſs, nor wiſh too much. 

Here freedom dwells, and revels unconfin'd, 

With plenty, eaſe, and indolence of mind; 


True greataeſs, wiſdom, virtue, hence mult rife; 


And here that home-telt joy, contentment, lies. 
O thou: for whom my fancy prunes her wing, 

For whom I love to tune the trembling ſtring,” 
What would we more than wiſdom, virtue, eaſe? 

Tell, if you can, for your content with theſe. 
Why reaſon ſome and ſome why paſſion rules, 

Is becauſe ſome are wiſe, and ſome are fools; 

Their reaſon and their paſſion ſtill at ſtrife, 

Like ſome meek pair in wedlock yok'd for lite: 

In the ſame int'reſt, tugging diff'rent ways, 

What one commands, the other diſobeys. 

Bleſt ſtate! where this alone is fixt and ſure, 

To diſagree while ſun and moon endure. | 

Hence liſtleſs, weary, ſick, chagrin'd at home, 

In ſearch of happineſs abroad we roam: 
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And yet the wiſeſt of us all have own'd 
If 'twas not there, 'twas no where to be found. 
There ev'n the poor may taſte felicity, 
If with contentment any ſuch there be. 

„ Monſtrous! (cries Fulvia)*twould a ſtoic ves! 
„ For what's content without a coach and fix?” --- 
So humble, Fulvia! fo deſerving too! 
Pity ſuch worth ſhould unregarded go---- 
Down on your knees again, and beg of fate, 
Inſtead of fix, to give your chariot eight. 

Elvira's paſſion was a china jar; 
The brute, her lord, contemns ſuch brittle ware. 
No matter.----See! the glitt'ring columns riſe, 


| Pile above pile, and emulate the ſkies; 
Freſh cargoes come, freſh longings e 8 


And what is twenty pieces for a plate? 
Debates enſue; He brandiſhes his cane, 
Dcwn go the pyramids of Porcellane. 


She faints, ſhe falls, and, in a ſigh profound, 


Yields her high ſoul, and levels with the ground. 
« Cruel! farewel!---(were the laſt words ſhe ſpoke) 
For what is life, now all my China's broke!” 


Fe can the ſtings of diſappointment bear! 


One ſends a curſe to heav'n, and one a pray'r; 
The pious motive's much the ſame in both, 

In him that ſwears, and him that fears an oath. 
The fervent curſe, and penitential pray'r, 
Proceed alike from anguiſh, pride, deſpair. 
Hence ſober Catius lifts his hands and eyes, 


And mad Corvino curſes God, and dies. 
* What joy, (cites Cotta in his calm retreat) 


„Had I but ſuch an office in the ſtate! 


That poſt exactly ſuits my active mind, 

And ſure my genius was for courts geſign'd.“ 
Thou haſt it, friend, for 'tis in fancy's pow'r; 
Learn to be thankful, and teaze heav'n no more. 
See! how kind fancy gem rouſly ſupplies 

What a whole thankleſs land thy worth denies. 


ox! 


Of injur'd merit ſome aloud complain; 


My cruel angel!”---cries the love- ſick ſwain, 
Her marble heart at length to love inclin'd, 

| His cruel angel grows perverſely kind. 
What would he more?---One wiſh remains to 


make, | 


| That heav'n, in pity, would his angel take. 


Oft on events moſt men miſcalculate, 


Then call misfortune what indeed was fate. 

| We ſee a little and preſume the reſt, 

And that is always right which pleaſes beſt, 

| Why ſupple Courtine miſs'd of ſuch a poſt 
Was not his want of conduct, or of coſt, 
For he brib/d high; five hundred pieces gave; 
But ah! hard & 
O for a huſband, handſome and well-bred!” 
Was the laſt pray'r the chaſte Dy&4inna made. 

| Kind heav'n at length her ſoft petition heeds, 
But one with gain'd, a multitude ſucceeds--- 

| She wants an heir, ſhe wants a houſe in town, 
She wants a title, or ſhe wants a gown. _ 

| Poor Cornus! make thy will, bequeath, and pive; 
For if her wants continue, who would hve? 


te! his patron ſcorns a knave. 


Sure to be wiſhing ſtill, is ſtill to grieve; 


And proves the man or poor, or much a ſlave. 
Will none the wretched crawling thing regard, 
Who ſtoops ſo very low, and 1 

* You call this meanneſs, and the wretch deſpiſe; 
Alas! he ſtoops to ſoar, and ſinks to riſe: 
Now on the knee, now on the wing is found, 
As inſects ſpring with vigour from the ground. | 
| Bleſs me! the doQtor!---what brings him to 


ard? 


court? | 


It is not want; for lo! his comely port. 


Mas. JONES. 239 
See! how ſhe paints the lovely flatt'ring ſcene, 
With all the pleaſure, and without the pain. 


| Make much of fancy's favours, and believe 
| You'll hardly match the pleaſures ſhe can give. 
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The lions lack, and hunger feel, I grant; 

But they who ſerve the Loxp can nothing want. 
Why ſtands he here then, elbow'd to and fro? 
Has he no care of ſouls? no work to do? 


"G6 home, good doctor, preach and pray, and 


we; 
By far more bleſſed this, than to receive 
Alas! the doQtor's meek, and much reſign'd! 
But all his tenants pay their tithes in kind: 
So that of debts, repairs, and taxes clear, 


He hardly ſfaves---two hundred pounds a year. 


Then let him-ſoar, 'tis on devotion's wing; 
Who aſks a biſhopric, aſks no bad thing: 


A coach does much an holy life adorn; 


Then muzzle not the ox who treads the corn, 

« Enough of theſe. Now tell us, if you can, 
«« Ts there that thing on earth, a happy man?” 
Well then, the wondrous man happy call, 


Has but few wiſhes, and enoys them all. 


Bleſt in his fame, and in his fortune bleſt, 
No craving void lies aching in his breaſt. 

His paſſions cool, his expectations low, | 
Can he feel want, or diſappointment know? 


| Yet if ſucceſs be to his virtues giv'n, 


Can reliſh that, and leave the reſt to heav'n. 


What, though for ever with ourſelves at ſtrife, 
None wiſhes to lay down his load of life. 
The wretch who threeſcore ſuns has ſeen roll. 


o'er, | | | | 

His lungs with lacerating ulcers ſore, ö 

Sollicits heav'n to add the other ſcore. 

To- day indeed his portion's pain and ſorrow ; 

But joy and eaſe are hoarded for to-morrow. 
Soft ſmiling hope! thou anchor of the mind! 

The only reſting-place the wretched find; 

How doſt thou all our anxious cares beguile! 

And make the orphan and the friendleſs ſmile. 


1d 
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All fly to thee, thou gentle dawn of peace! 

The coward's fortitude, the brave's ſucceſs, 

The lover's eaſe, the captive's liberty, 

The only flatt'rer of the poor and me. 

With thee, on pleaſure's wings, thro' life we're 
born, 

Without thee, wretched, friendleſs, and forlorn. 

Poſſeſt of thee, the weary pilgrim ſtrays 

Thro' barren deſarts, and untrodden ways: 

Thirſty and faint, his nerves new vigour ſtrings, 

And full of thee he quaffs immortal ſprings. 

'The martyr'd faint, whom anguiſh and the rod 

Have prov'd, thro' thee walks worthy of his God. 

In vain are axes, flames, and tort'ring wheels; 

He feels no torment, who no terror feels: 


Through thee his well-try'd ſpirit upwards ſprings, 


And ſpurns at titles, ſcepters, thrones and kings. 
O full of thee! in quiet may I live, 

The few remaining moments heav'n ſhall give! 

Come then, thou honeſt flatt'rer, to my breaſt! 

Friend of my health, and author of my reſt! 

Thro' thee, the future cloudleſs all appears, 

A ſhort, but ſmiling train of happy years. 

Paſs but this inſtant, ſtorms and tempeſts ceaſe, 


And all beyond's the promis'd land of peace. 


No ties forgot, no duties left unpaid, 

No lays unfiniſh'd, and no achmg head. 
Born with a temper much inclin'd to eaſe, 

Whatever gives me that, is ſure to pleaſe. 

J aſk not riches; yet alike would fly 

The friendleſs ſtate of want and penury. 


No paſſion's miſts, by no falſe joys miſled, | 


In ſome ſerene retreat, my time my own, 

To all obliging, yet a ſlave to none. 

Content, my riches; ſilence be my fame; 

M de eaſe; my * your eſteem. 
OL. 1. | 


This wiſh howe'er be mine: to live unknown, 


Where Carthagena lifts her warlike tow'rs. 


242 Mas. JONES. 


And you, bleſt maid! who all you want poſſeſs, 


Already to yourſelf your happineſs, 
This modeſt wiſh methinks you now let fall, 


O give me wiſdom, heav'n! and I have all.” 


In Manory of the Re. Hon. Lord AunkEV BEAu- 


CLERK, who was Hain at Carthagena. 


Written in the year 1743, at the requeſt of his Lady, 


8 LL. ſo much worth in ſilence paſs away, 
And no recording mule that worth diſplay? 
Shall public ſpirit like the private die, | 
The coward with the brave promiſcuous he? 
The hero's toils ſhould be the muſes care, 
In peace their guardian, and their ſhield in war: - 
Alike inſpir'd, they mutual ſuccours lend; 
The muſes his, and he the muſes friend. 

'To me the folemn lyre you reach in vain, 
The ſimple warbler of ſome idle ſtrain. 
What tho' the hero's fate the lay demands, 
What tho' impell'd and urg'd by your commands; 
Yet, weak of flight, in vain I prune the wing, 
And, difhdent of voice, attempt to ſing, 

What dreadful ſlaughter on the weſtern coaſt! 
How many gallant warriors Britain loſt, 
A Britiſh muſe would willingly conceal; 
But what the muſe would hide our tears reveal. 
Penſive, we oft recal thoſe fatal ſhores, 


High o'er the deep th'embattled fortreſs heaves 

Its awful front, its baſis in the waves; 

Without impregnable by nature's care, 

And arm'd within with all the rage of war. 
Deep in oblivion fink th'ill-omen'd hour 


That call'd our legions to the baneful ſhore! 


Cn 
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Where death, in all her horrid pomp array'd, 
O'er the pale clime her direful influence ſhed. 


Want, famine, war, and peſtilential breath, 


All a& ſubſervient to the rage of death. - 


Thoſe whom the wave, or fiercer war would ſpare, 


Yield to the clime, and fink in ſilence there: 
No friend to clofe their eyes, no pitying gueſt 
To drop the ſilent tear, or ſtrike the rene 
Here Douglaſs fell, the gallant and the brave! 
Here much-lamented Watſon found a grave. 
Here, early try'd, and acting but too well. 
The lov'd, ennobled, gen'rous Beauclerk fell, 
Juſt as the ſpring of life began to bloom, 
When ev'ry grace grew ſofter on the tomb; 

In all that health and energy of youth, 

Which promis'd honours of maturer growth; 
When round his head the warrior laurel ſprung, 


And temp'rance brac'd the nerve which valour 


ſtrun 3 | 

When his full heart expanded to the goal, 
And promis'd victory had fluth'd his foul, 
He fell!---His country loſt her earlieſt boaſt; 
His family a faithful guardian loſt; 
His friend a ſafe companion; and his wife 
Her laſt reſource, her happineſs in life. 

O ever honour'd, ever happy ſhade! 
How well haſt thou thy debt to virtue paid! 
Brave, active, undiſmay'd in all the paſt; 
Compos'd, intrepid, ſteady to the laſt. 
When half thy limbs, and more than half was loſt 
Of life, thy valour ſtill maintain'd its poſt: 
Gave the laſt ſignal [1] for thy country's good, 
And, dying, ſeal'd it with thy pureſt blood. 


[1] After both his legs were ſhot off. See the ac- 
count of his death in the proſe-inſcription in Welt» 
minſter-Abby, written by the author, under his 
Lady's direction. The verſe by Dr. Young. 


ve breaſf. 
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Say, what is life? and wherefore was it giv'n? 
What the deſign, the purpoſe mark'd by heav'n? 
Was it in lux'ry to diſſolve the ſpan, 

To raiſe the animal, and fink the man? 

In the ſoft bands of pleafure, idly gay, 

To frolic the immortal gift away? 

To tell the tale, the flow'ry wreath to bind, 
Then ſhoot away, and leave no track behind? 
Ariſe no duties from the ſocial tie? 

No kindred virtues from our native ſky? - 

No truths from reaſon, and the thought intenſe? 


Nothing reſult from foul, but all from ſenſe? 


O thoughtleſs reptile man!--born! yet aſk why? 
Truly, for ſomething ſerious----Born to die. 


Knowing this truth, can we be wiſe too ſoon? 
And this once known, ſure ſomething's to be done, 


To live's to ſuffer; act, is to exſiſt; 
And life, at beſt a tryal, not a feaſt: 
Our bus'neſs virtue; and when that is done, 
We cannot fit too late, or riſe too ſoon. 
% Virtue!---What is it?---Whence does it ariſe!” 


Aſk of the brave, the ſocial, and the wile; 


Of thoſe who ſtudy'd for the gen'ral good, 
Of thoſe who fought, and purchas'd it with blood; 
Of thoſe who build, or plant, or who deſign, - 
Ev'n thoſe who dig the ſoil, or work the mine. 
If yet not clearly ſeen, or underſtood; : 
Aik the humane, the pious, and the good. 
'Tono one ſtation, ſtage, or part confin'd, 
No ſingle act of body, or, of mind; 
But whate'er lovly, juſt, or fit we call, 
The fair reſult, the congregate of all. 

The active mind, aſcending by degrees, 
Its various ties, relations, duties ſees: 
Examines parts, thence riſing to the whole, 
Sees the connexion, chain, and ſpring of ſoul; 
Th'eternal ſource! from whoſe pervading ray 


We caught the flame, and kindled into day. 


ne, 


e n 


d; 
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Hence the collected truths coercive riſe, 
Oblige as nat'ral, or as moral ties. 
Son, brother, country, friend demand our care; 
'The common bounty all partake, muſt thare. 
Hence virtue in its ſource, and in its end, 
To God as relative, to man as friend. 

O friend to truth! to virtue l to thy kind! 
O early call'd to leave theſe ties behind! 


* 


* How ſhall the muſe her vary'd tribute pay, 
Indulge the tear, and not debaſe the lay! 


Come, fair example of heroic truth! 
Deſcend, and animate the Britiſh youth: 


Now, when their country's wrongs demand their 


| care, TE 

And proud Iberia meditates the war: 

Now, while the trumpet ſounds her ſhrill alarms, 
And calls forth all her gen'rous ſons to arms; 
Pour all thy genius, all thy martial fire 

O'er the brave youth, and ev'ry breaſt inſpire. . 
Say, this is virtue, glory, honour, fame, | 
To riſe from ſloth, and catch the martial flame: 


When fair occaſion calls their vigour forth, 


To meet the call, and vindicate its worth: 

To rouſe, to kindle, animate, combine, | 

Revenge their country's wrongs, and think on 

thine. „ 

Go happy ſhade! to where the good, and bleſt 

Enjoy eternal ſcenes of bliſs and reſt: 

While we below thy ſudden farewel mourn, 

Collect thy virtues, weeping o'er thy urn; 

Recal their ſcatter'd luſtre as they paſt, 


And fee them. all united in the laſt. f 
So the bright orb, Which giſds the groves and 

ſtreams, | | $7 
Mildly diffuſive of his golden beams; _ 


Drawn to a point, his ſtrong concenter'd rays 


More fulgent glow, and 885 intenſely blaze 


3 


— 
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And thov! late partner of his ſofter hour, 
Ordain'd but juſt to meet, and meet no more; 
Say, with the virtues how each grace combin'd! 
How brave, yet ſocial! how reſolv'd, yet kind! 
With manners how fincere! polite with eaſe! 
How diffident! and yet how ſure to pleaſe! 

Was he of ought but infamy afraid? 

Was he not modeſt as the bluſhing maid? 

Aſham'd to flatter, eager to commend; 

A gen'rous maſter, and a fteady friend. 

Humane to all, but warm'd when virtuous grief, 

Or ſilent modeſty, implor'd relief. 

Pure in his principles, unſhaken, juſt; 

True to his God, and faithful to his truſt. 
 Beauclerk, farewell--If, with thy virtues warm'd, 

And not too fondly, or too raſhly charm'd, 

] ftrive the tributary dirge to pay, 

And form the pinion to the haſty lay; 

The feeble, but well-meaning flight excuſe: 

Perhaps hereafter ſome more gen'rous muſe, 

"Touch'd with thy fate, with genius at command, 

Alay ſnatch the pencil from the female hand; 

And give the perfect portrait, bold and free; 

In numbers ſuch as Toung's, and worthy Thee. 


To Mrs. CLAYTON, with a Hare. 


A8 who long had fed on ale, 


(Or thick or clear, or mild or ſtale, 


Concerns us not) a hunting goss, 


Laſt Thurſday morn' e'er Phe@bus roſe, 
THeadlong he rides full many a mile, 
Oer many a hedge, and many a ſtile; 
Dire horror ſpread where'er he came, 
And frighten'd all his lordſhip's game: 
Nay hares and foxes yet unborn 


May zue the hunting of that morn”. 
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A luckleſs Hare at length paſs'd by; 
The dogs take ſcent, away they fly; 
Tears and intreaties come too late, 

Poor puſs, alas! ſubmits to fate. 

One boon ſhe begs before ſhe dies, 
« And pray what's that?” the '{quire replies. 
Only when this my houſe of clay 
Shall to the hounds become a prey, 

(As ſoon, ah cruel hounds! it muſt) 
And theſe fad eyes return to duſt; 
May this my laſt requeſt be heard, 
And decently my. corps interr'd 
Within a concave baſket's womb, . 
With this inſcription on my tomb; 


« To Mrs. Clayton, Poland-ftreet---- 


«© Bear me, ye porters! while Pm ſweet.” 
And now farewel what once was mine! 

With pleaſure I theſe fields reſign: 

Happy, if that good lady owns 

My fleſh was good, and picks my bones, 


To Miſs CL AYTON, occaſioned by her breaking 


an appointment to wiſit the Author. 


„ ponder well, Miſs Clayton dear, 


And read your bible book; 
Leſt you one day ſhould rue the time 
'T hat you your promiſe broke. 


"I'was on that bed where you have lain 
Full many a reſtleſs night, 

That you did fay, nay ſwear it too------ | 
But you've forgot it quite. 


Your tender mother eke alſo 
Did ratify the ſame; _ 


And ſtrok'd me o'er the face, and vow'd— 


Much more than I will name, 
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But what are women's oaths and vows,. 


With which we make ſuch pother? 
Ah, truſt us not, ye faithful ſwains! 
Who cannot truſt each other. 


The ſwain may vow eternal love, 
And yet that vow revoke; 
For lovers vows, alas! are made 


On purpoſe to be broke. 


The courtier breaks his word, tis true, 
Or keeps it but in part; 


But you, whene'er you break your word, 


Perhaps may break a heart. 


The chemiſt ſays he'll. turn to gold 
Each thing he lights upon; 


And fo he will, whene'er he finds 


The philoſophic ſtone. 


The lawyer ſays he'll get your cauſe; 


Then loſes cauſe and coſt; 
But there's a maxim in the law 
Says, Fees-muſt not be loft.” 
Allegiance firm to gracious king 
Swear parſons one and all: 


Pity! Chriſt's vicars or of Bray, 


Should ever ſwear at all. 


Phyſicians too can promiſe fair, 
In figures and in tropes----- 

Then let your faith and. fees be great, 
And while there's life there's hopes. 


But when all confidence is loſt, 


Small comfort hopes afford; 


For whom hereafter can I truſt, 


Now you have broke your word? 


— 
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ELEGY on a favourite Doc, ſuppos'd to be 
| poiſoned. | 
To Miſs MoLLy CLAYTON. 


O All ye ſpotted brutes that guard the fair, 

Lie on their laps, or wait upon their chair; 
Ye Cupids, Cloes, Phillies, or Shocks, 

Ve who defend the houſhould, or the flocks: 

But chiefly ye in ladies chambers nurſt, 0 


Who leap at ſweetmeats, ſnifting at a cruſt, 


Come and bemoan poor Sparky's poiſon'd duſt. 

Hither your little whimp'ring offspring lead, 

And join the diſmal how! to wail him dead. 

Shame on the wretch, who dealt the deadly 

draught! | 

Thou human brute! whoſe very name's a blot. 

O that kind fate would poiſon all thy life 

With ſome ſmart vixen, very much a wife! 

And when the end of thy chaſtiſement's near, 

May'ſt thou want ratsbane then---to poiſon her. 


Whilſt the cold drug was ſtruggling hard with | 


life, 
And ſenſe awhile maintain'd the doubtful ſtrife; 
With much of gratitude and ſorrow mixt, 
On me his ſcarce-perceiving eyes he fixt: 
Then to thoſe arms with ſtagg'ring ſteps did haſte, 
There, where he oft had ſlept, he ſlept his laſt. 
The tear was vain, nor will I bluſh to own 
A heart of ſofter workmanſhip than ſtone: 
Yet leſt the wiſe my weakneſs ſhould reprove, 
'The tear I dropt to gratitude and love. 

Now die, O Tabby! all you fav'rites fall! 
Dogs, parrots, ſquirrels, monkeys, beaus and all; 
For thou wert all thoſe tender names in one; 
That thou could'ſt yet ſurvive!--but thou art gone. 
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Ah! what avails thy honours now to trace? 
Thuy high deſcent, thy antient royal race! 

Thy length of ears proclaim'd the gen'rous ſeed, 
Hereditary heir of Charles's breed 
And had not William chang'd the face of things, 
Migh'ſt w_ have bark'd beneath the throne of 
7 ings. 

No more ſhalt thou, with each revolving day, 
Expect the warm repaſt of milk and tea; 

Nor when the balmy ſlumber I prolong, 

Aſcend the ſtairs, and wake me with thy tongue: 
No more ſhall thy deſcerning noſe deſcry 

The fav'ry ſteams that ſpeak the dinner nigh. 
Soon didſt thou wake, and ev'ry cat aſſail, 
Then, ftrutting, ſhake the honours of thy tail. 
With look importunate, and begging face, 

Scarce could he wait the tediouſneſs of grace: 

But that perform'd, he barks exulting round; 
The cats are ſcar'd, the neighb'ring roofs reſound. 

Whether by inſtinct, or by reaſon taught, 

His juſt concluſions ſpoke the uſe of thought. 

When ſmart toupee exhal'd the ſoft perfume, 

He ſmelt a beau, and ſullen left the room. 

Or when the 'ruddy ſquire grew loud and vain, 

And practis'd all the noiſes of the plain; 

With ſneaking ſtep at diſtance he'd retire, 

Then mount his tail, and ev'n out-bark the well- 

mouth'd *ſquire. 

But moſt the fool was his invet'rate foe, 

That thing all over, talk all over beau: | 

Well ke diſtinguiſh'd 'twixt brocade and ſenſe, 

And grawl'd contempt beneath the ſev'n-fold fence. 
O ever-watchful, ever-faithful guard! 

No more ſhall I thy gratitude reward. | 

That cream, that bread and butter ſoak'd in tea, 

Is now lapp'd up as puſs's lawful fee: | 

While ſhe, proud vixen! often ſeems to ſay, 

6. Peace to his ſhade!--each dog muſt have his day.” 
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I'enſnare the heedleſs wand'ring fly, 
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Vet thou, his miſtreſs once, and late his friend, 
Awhile the ſoftly- falling tear ſuſpend: 

And think, whene'er your lark ſhall be no more, 
How vain are tears, ſince Spark was wept before. 
Or rather, how uncertain life's ſhort date, 

Since ev'n your fav'rites muſt ſubmit to fate. 

But could your ſmile, which ſure gives life to all, 
Back from the grave his much-lov'd form recal; 
Then ſhould thoſe hands the welcome office pay, 


To wipe the duſt from his reviving clay: | | 


With pleaſure guard him from a world of ill, 
And aid his vengeance at the pois'ner's hee}----- 


Ah! ſmile then; try, exert your ſaving pow'r! 


Be Spark your preſent now, as once before. 
The SPIDER. 55 | 


HE ſun had left the weſtern road, 
And drove his ſteeds to reſt; 
When Charlot on her bed was laid, 
With downy ſleep oppreſt. 


Full o'er her head a Spider dwelt, 
Secure from bruſh or broom, 

By heedleſs Sarah undeſcry'd | 

_ Whene'er ſhe ſwept the room. 


This Spider's citadel was large, 
And cunningly contriv'd, 


Upon whoſe ſpoils he thriv'd. 


Now bent on prey, one luckleſs night, 

This bloody-minded wretch, 

Peep'd from his battlements above, 

Nor dream'd----Harm watch, harm catch. 
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He Charlot ſpy'd full faſt aſleep, 


Her milk-white boſom bare, 


A freſh'ning bloom o'er-ſpread her cheek, 
And looſely fell her hair. 


Charm'd with the fight, his bowels yearn; 
From whence he ſpins a thread, 
On which he glides as ſwift as thought 

Down to the ſleeping maid. 


So grandfire Fowe, tranſported much 
By ſome fair mortal's charms, 

Deſcended on a ſun- beam down, 
And ſunk into her arms. 


And now he travels o'er her breaſt 
With wonder and delight; 

And on her tucker, in a fold, 
Repos'd his limbs all night. 


Snug was the word, and up he rolls 
His carcaſe full of ill; 

So round and black, ſhe might have took 
His worſhip for a pill. 


But now the nymph begins to wake, 


And lift her radiant eyes; 
Nor can I here in language paint 
How great was her ſurpriſe. 


But this J will affirm, had ſhe 
An armed man eſpied there, 
Twou'd not have ſcar'd her half ſo much 
As this vile lurking Spider. 


In ſhort, ſhe ſhriek d, and Sarah ran 
Impatient to her aid; 

But when ſhe ſaw the hideous thing, 
She likewiſe was diſmay'd. 


—.— 
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At length, with equal courage arm'd, 
They daſh'd him on the floor; 

Lie there, quoth Charlot, miſcreant vile! 
And welter in thy gore, 


Yet, e'er take thy forfeit life, 
This full conviction gain, 

That fraud, and guile, and cobweb art, 
May flouriſh long in vain. KP 


The ſage advice the Spider heard, 

As on the floor he lay; | 

But juſt as Sarah reach'd the tongs, 
He wiſely march'd away, 


After the SuALL-Pox. 


HEN ſkilful traders firſt ſet up, 
'To draw the people to their ſhop, 

They ſtrait hang out ſome gaudy ſign 

Expreſlive of the goods within. 

The vintner has his boy and grapes, 

The haberdaſher thread and tapes, 

The ſhoemaker expoſes boots, 

And Monmouth-ſtreet old tatter'd ſuits. 
So fares it with the nymph divine; 

For what is beauty but a ſign? 

A face hung out, thro' which 1s ſeen 

The nature of the goods within, 
Thus the coquet her beau enſnares 

With ſtudy'd ſmiles, and forward airs: 

The graver prude hangs out a frown 

To ftrike th'audacious gazer down; 

But ſhe alone, whoſe temp'rate wit 

Each nicer medium can hit, 
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And wears a ſample in her face. 
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Is ſtill adorn'd with ev'ry grace, 


What tho' ſome envious folks have ſaid 
That Stella now muſt hide her head, 
That all her ſtock of beauty's gone, 


And ev'n the very ſign took down: 


For if you break awhile, we know, 


Yet grieve not at the fatal blow; ;, 


*T'is bankrupt like, more rich to grow. 


A fairer ſign you'll ſoon hang up, 


And with freſh credit open ſhop: 


For nature's pencil ſoon ſhall trace, 


And once more finiſh off your face, 
Which all your neighbours ſhall out-ſhine, 


And of your mind remain the fign. 


The LASS of the HILL. 


Humbly inſcribed to her Grace the Dutcheſs of 
MARLBOROUGH. 


= I. | 
T the brow of a hill a fair ſhepherdeſs dwelt, 
TO, 2 pangs of ambition or love ne'er had 
0 elt; 
A few ſober maxims ſtill ran in her head, 
That 'twas better to earn e'er the eat her brown 
bread; 8 f | 
That to riſe with the lark was conducive to health, 
And to folks in a cottage contentment was wealth. 


| II. 

Young Roger that liv'd in the valley below, 

Who at church and at magket was reckon'd a beau, 
Wou'd oftentimes try o'er her heart to prevail, 


And reſt on his pitchfork to tell her his tale; 


And boaſts o 
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Till his winning behaviour ſo wrought on her 


heart, | 
That quite artleſs herſelf ſhe ſuſpected no art. 


III. 
He flatter'd, proteſted, he knee d and implor'd, 
And wou'd lie with the grandeur and air of a lord; 
Her eyes he commended with language well dreſt, 
And enlarg' d on the tortures he felt in his breaſt: 
With his ſighs and his tears he ſo ſoften'd her mind, 
That in downright compaſſion to love ſhe inclin'd. 


IV. „ 
But as ſoon as he'd melted the ice of her breaſt, 
The heat of his paſſion that moment decreav'd ; 
And now he goes flaunting all over the vale, 
; his conqueſt to Richard and Hal; 
Tho' he ſees her but ſeldom, he's always in haſte, 
And whenever he mentions her, makes her his jeſt, 


V. Fs 
All the day ſhe goes ſighing, and hanging her head, 
And her t e are ſo peſter'd, ſhe ſcarce earns 
| her bread; 
The whole village cry ſhame when a milking ſhe 
oes, TH FL 
That ſo lite affection is ſhew'd to the cows: 
But ſhe heeds not their railing, e'en let 'em rail on, 
And a fig for the cows, now her ſweetheart is gone. 


| VI. 5 8 8 
Take heed, ye young virgins of Britain's fair iſle, 
How you venture your hearts for a look or a ſmile; 
For young Cupid is artful, and virgins are frail, 
And you'll find a falſe Roger in every vale, | 
Who to court you, and tempt you, will try all 

| their ſkill; FE 


But remember the Laſs at the brow of the hilk - - 


— —ñ—ꝓ—ä— —— 


Ser kings and queens, and dutcheſſes muſt 


Once more beholds his friends and native clime; 


His cage, bis filken wings, and untaught note, 


So ſome poor exile, long in bondage kept, 
Dead to his friends, and ev'n by ſtrangers wept, 
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Conſolatory RHYMES to Mrs. ExsT, on. the 
| Death of her Canary Bird. 


die, 
And crowns and frokins undiſtinguiſh'd lie; 
be monarch juſtled by the ſaucy ſlave, 3 
And next a queen's perhaps a milk-maid's grave; 
Since all their flight to other climes muſt wing, 
And even ſignor Boſchi ceaſe to ſing; | | 
Grieve not your bird: for tho' no more his throat 
Yelodious ſwells the ſweetly-tortur'd note; 
improperly we meaſure life by breath, 
He ceaſes not to be, who taſtes of death. 
V hen life goes out, the Samian ſages ſay, 
We only change our tenement of clay. 
The quack, once fam d far-curing ew'ry ill, 
Lurks in a bolus, or informs a al ES 
he learn'd dunce, whom ſcience ſeem'd to ſhun, 
Hums thro' his next dull ſtage a bagpipe's drone; 
While wits, more pert, the Bale notes become, 
And teaze and torture ſtiil the tuneleſs hum. 
The wretch who fatten'd on his neighbour's ſpoil, 
Now crawls a ſpider, ſwoln with fraud and guile: 
A ſofter form the gentle mind puts on, 
While harden'd hearts are petrify'd to ſtone. 
Perhaps your captive now, on wings ſublime, 


Sees all his little race about him throng, 
And tells his raptures in a ſweeter ſong:. 
Or elſe his foul ſome Farinelli warms, 
And crouded theatres confeſs his charms; 


{All but his miſtreſs' favours) quite forgot. 
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Diſdaining bondage, tho' in chains of gold, 

Breaks thro! his priſon by reſentment bold: 

Yet if ſome gen'rous friend, of ſoul ſincere, 

Soften'd his fate, or ſmooth'd his bed of care, 

Deep in his heart the grateful ſenſe remains, 

And when he thinks on him, forgets his chains. 
Harmonious ſhade!. what honours can atone 

Thy muſic'murder'd, and thy ſpirit gone! 

By thy falſe guardian left to foes at large, 

O moſt unworthy the important charge! 

What tho' no ſolemn mutes, of ghaſtly ſhape, 

Croud ſilent round thee, and look fad in crape; 

Yet ſhall thy miſtreſs' tear adorn thy hearſe,, _ 

And all the muſe can offer, fame and verſe: _ 

Freſh flow'rs ſhall deck thee with. their earlieſt 
| bloom, 15 

And yearly roſes bloſſom on thy tomb. 

There too ſhall mournful Philomel complain; 

And on thy ſtone theſe laſting notes remain; 

Beneath in filence ſleeps, and ceas d his ſong, 

„The Farinelli of the feather'd throng: 1 

Of manners ſimple, uncorrupt of life, 

© A friend to harmony, a foe to ſtrife; 

« This turf his miſtreſs to his mem'ry -d, 

„And for his ſongs the gen'rous tear beſtow'd. 


HOLT WATERS. 4 Tate. 


Extrafted from the Natural Hiſtory of Berkſhire: 
1 of chaſte Diana's train, | 


Both fair, and tolerably vain, 
One morning early left their beds, ; 
And ſaid their pray'rs, and dreſt their heads. 
The coach was order'd, in they ſtep, , 
Nor well awake, nor quite aſleep: © 
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Of well-dreſs'd beaus a brace they chuſe, 


At once for ornament and uſe. 


Their converſation need I tell? 
Or who ſpoke moſt, or which ſpoke well? 
Or how it ran of various things, 
Of queens and grottoes, wars and kings, 
Of fortune-tellers, or the faſhion, FCS 
Of marriage, or predeſtination---?. 
In ſhort, they ſettled all the nation. 
ot many miles the nymphs were come, 


Fer Cloe with'd the'd ſtay'd at home. 


Her lively colour comes and goes, 

The lilly ſtruggled and the roſe, 

«« I wiſh!”---wiſh on, thou gentle maid;. . 

Of wiſhes need one be afraid? 

+« Why then”---and whiſper'd ſomething low; ; 


But what, or when, or where, or how, 


None but the Muſe ſhall ever know. 
Yet truſt me, prudes, it was no more 


Than you or I have wiſſ d before: 


Bright Emily, of royal race, | 
Might wiſh the ſame in ſuch a caſe. 

In ſbort,---the lady---but no matter 
FIl never tell one earthly creature, 


For why ſhould I in lays forbidden, 


Unveil what cuſtom would have hidden? 
But leſt the heaus, for beaus might blame, 
Shauld hear and after hurt her . 
On each the caſt a languid look, 
And thus the heroes twain beſpoke. 
« What vaſt variety of woe 
«© Does Fove let fall on folks below! 
% Poor Kitty, who but yeſterday 
Was all ſo giggling, and ſo gay, 
+ Is pouring now the frantic tear, 
« And bares her breaſt, and beats the air : 


All comfort from her boſom's fled, 


«« For ah! her paroquet ts dead. 
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« Now 'tis but civil, as I gueſs,. 
« To viſit people in diſtreſs; 
„If not for love, in ſpite or joke, 
« To ſee how horridly they look: 
« For grief the faireſt cheek will ſtain, 
« And make folks look extremely plain. 

„ Then wonder not, if I alight 
«© To do what's. decent and what's right; 
«« To viſit firſt the hapleſs maid, | 
« Then pay the rite to Polly's ſhade: 
« Whoſe grave I'll ſprinkle with my tears, 
« And mix my friendly drops with hers. 
*« Excuſe me then----I can no more 
« Here, Thomas, ſtop; undo the door.“ 

Tom ſtops, and Cloe ſoon alights, 
Looks pleas'd, but full of fears and frights. 
Sir Fopling, he muſt needs attend her, 
And with a ſpeech, his hand will lend her. 
„OO no Sir Fopling/----You'll excuſe it; 
« Time's precious, and we muſt not loſe it.” 

Away ſhe flies as ſwift as wind, 

And leaves the lover far behind. 


At length a little farm ſhe ſees, . 


Surrounded by a clump of trees; 


No yelping cur was heard from far, 


The door had neither bolt nor bar: 
So in ſhe goes, and looks around, 
But no expedient's to be found. 


What ſhall ſhe do? her wants are prefling, + 


And ſpeedily require redreſſing. 
In haſte ſhe trips it to the dairy, 
In hopes to find or Nan or Mary; 
But not a living ſoul was there, 
Nor cat to ſquall, nor mouſe to tir. 
In ſhort the bus'neſs muſt be done; 
Time to conſider there was none. 
The cream-pot firſt ſhe fill'd with liquor, 
Fit for the thorax of the vicar, 
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Spoil not our 
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Nay 2 himſelf, the ſkies protector, 
Would call ſuch liquor heav'nly nectar. 


So in a grot, I've ſeen enthron d 


Some river goddeſs oſier-crowyn'd, 
Pour all her copious urns around. 


Hence plenteous crops our harveſts yield, 


And Ceres laughs thro! all the field. 

A pan of milk, unſkim'd its cream, 

Did next receive the bounteous ſtream; 
The bounteous ſtream in bubbles breaks, 


And many a curious eddy makes. 


O ſtop, dear nymph; alack! forbear; 
N our butter ſpare!. 

What will poor goody Baucis ſay, 

To ſee her milk all turn'd to whey? _ 

The nymph was deaf, the noiſe was loud, 


And who hear leſs than. thoſe that ſhou'd > 


So in an aqueduct I've ſtood, T7 
And heard aghaſt the headlong flood: 
What tho' with Stentor's lungs you call, 
I hear you not, I'm deafneſs all. 
The rite perform'd, herſelf much eas'd,. 


And Polly's gentle ſhade appeas'd,. 


Back to her company ſhe flies, 
>" a unobſerv'd by vulgar eyes, 
The muſe indeed behind her ſtood, 


| And heard the note. and fors-the flood: 


But when poor Baucis from the field 


| Return'd,. and ſaw her veſſels fill d; 


How did ſhe lift her hands and ſtare! 


And cry'd----+< What fairy has been here? 
„ left this milk- pan yet to ſkim, 
And ſaw no bubles on the brim! 


« My cream-pot'too was hardly full, 
« But now it over-flows the bowl! 

4 Yet no diſordor I can view,. 

«« No ſix- pence left in Kattern's ſhoe: 
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My pewter on the ſhelves have ſlept, 


The houſe too's neither bruſht nor ſwept. 


„ Well; gaurd us all, I fay from evil! 
„For mighty watchful is the devil.“ 

A large brown jugg ſtood there apart, 
The reſervoir of near a quart; | 
The liquor pure, as amber fine, 
But ſtock'd with particles ſaline. 
Now Baucis, who came hot from work, | 
Was very dry, her dinner pork; | 
One draught, cry'd ſhe, of good ſound beer! Y _ | 
I'm thirſty, and no creature near N | 
Let's ſee-what heav 'n has ſent us here. 
She ſmelt it, and no full-blown roſe 
Sent half the fragrance to her noſe. 
It looks, thinks ſhe, like cowſlip wine, 
And if not ſweet, Pm ſure tis fine: 
However, tis a fin to waſte it, 
Il e'en take heart o' grace, and taſte it 
She drank, and down the liquor went; 
A little, and therewith content, 
We learn, ſays ſhe, from good St. Paule 
« And ſure content is all in all! | 
« Our beer is dead, but no great matter, 
«« ?T'is better ſtill than common water. . 
We poor folks muſt make ſhift, tis true; 
„Howe'er to give the devil his due, | j 
« Fenlet him bake, but never brew.” 


SOLILOQUY on an Every. puns!. 


A LAS! wy purſe! how lean and low! — 

My ſilken purſe! what art thou now! | 
Once I beheld---but ſtocks will fall---- 

When both thy ends had wherewithal.. 


* 
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U When I within thy ſlender fence 
= My fortune plac'd and confidence; 
A poet's fortune!---not immenſe: 
Yet, mixt with keys, and coins among, 
Chinkt to the melody of ſong. 
| Canſt thou forget, when, high in air, 
qi I ſaw thee flutt'ring at a fair? 
1 And took thee, deſtin'd to be ſold, 
My lawful purſe, to have and hold? 
Yet us'd ſo oft to diſembogue, 
i No prugence could thy fate prorogue. 
(Linke wax thy ſilver melted down. 
5 Touch but the braſs, and lo! *twas gone: 
1 And gold would never with thee ſtay, 
| For gold bad wings, and flew away. 
| Alas, my purſe! yet ſtill be proud, 
3 For ſee the virtues round thee croud! 
See, in the room of paltry wealth, 
Calm temp'rance riſe, the nurſe of health; 
And ſelf-denial, ſlim and ſpare, n 
And fortitude, with look ſevere; 
And abſtinence, to leanneſs prone, 
And patience worn to ſkin and bone: 
Prudence and foreſight on thee wait, 
And poverty lies here in ſtatel 
Hopeleſs her ſpirits to recruit, 
For ev'ry virtue is a mute. I 
Well then, my purſe, thy ſabbaths keep; 
Now thou art empty, I ſhall ſleep. : 
No ſilver ſounds ſhall thee moleſt, 
Nor golden dreams diſturb my breaſt. 
Safe ſhall I walk the ſtreets u | | 
Amidſt temptations thick and ſtrong; 
Catch'd by the eye, no more ſhall ſtop; 
At Wildey's toys, or Pinchbeck's ſhop ;- 
Nor cheap'ning Payne's ungodly books, 
Be drawn aſide by paſtry cooks: 
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But fearleſs now we both may go 

Where Ludgate's mercers bow ſo low; 

Beholding all with equal eye, 

Nor mov'd at Madam what d'ye buy?” 

Away, far hence each worldly care! 7 
Nor dun nor pick-purſe ſhalt thou fear, 0 
Nor flatt'rer baſe annoy my earn. 
Snug ſhalt thou travel through the mob, 
For who a poet's purſe will rob? 

And ſoftly ſweet in garret high. 
Will I thy virtues magnify; 
Out-ſoaring flatt'rers Rinking breath, 
And gently rhyming rats to death. 


To the Prince of Oxance on his Marriage. 
Written at the time of the Oxford Verſes. 


8 O foreign notes while others tune the lyre, 
Me let a free-born Engliſb mule inſpire: 
Unſkill'd in all the graces of her art, 
She boaſts of nothing but an honeſt heart; 
To Oxford's ſons — Gat the verdant bays, 
And neither aſks, nor yet deſpiſes praiſe. 
Patrons of freedom, and their country's peace,) 
Inur'd to dangers, and deſpiſing eaſe 
Such were th'illuſtrious heroes of thy race! 
Such was Naſſau! and we with pleaſure ſee 
Our guardian genius riſe again in thee. 
Thee Britain Fails, and with a gen'rous pride 
Beholds thy virtues to her throne allyd. 
Auſpicious match!----may heav'n indulgent ſhed 
Its choiceſt bleſſings round the genial bed! 
Hail wedded love! perpetual ſource of peace; 
The calm, where reſtleſs paſſion ſinks to eaſe. 
When hearts united thus each other claim, 


How ſweet the frienſhip! and how ſoft the flame! 
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And all the world's well loſt for thee alone. 
Hence thoſe 5 of life, 
A choſen offspring ſhall extend your fame; F 


See future Naſſaus in bright order riſe, 


And as their forms in gay proceſſion glide, 
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Wealth, honour, empire far behind are thrown, 


The father, ſon, the brother, and the wife: 
Here love extended runs thro' diffrent names, 
The fruitful fountain of ten thouſand ſtreams. 


Thrice happy princeſs! bright with ev'ry grace, 
Bleft ſhalt thou be, and bleſt in all thy race: 


For, like the royal ſtock from whence you came, } 


And nations, yet unborn, ſhall bleſs your name. 


Mneas-like thy glorious progeny---- . 


Here then, young hero! fix thine eyes, and ſee, 


Fearleſs as William, and as Maurice wile. 


Thy gen'rous heart ſhall beat with noble pride; 


Pleas d that ſuch proſpects on thy virtues wait, 


Which from this glorious ra take their date; 


Pleas'd that thy race ſucceeding times ſhall bleſs, 


And give to warring nations laws and peace. 


EPISTLE from FERN-HILL 


C* ARLOT, who my controuler is chief, 


A And dearly loves a little miſchief, 
Wheneeer I talk of packing up, 
To all my meaſures puts a ſtop: ' 
And tho I plunge from bad to worſe, 


Grown duller than her own dull horſe; 


Yet gut of complaiſance exceeding, _ 
Or pure perverſeneſs, call'd good-breeding, 
Will never let me have my way 


In any thing I do or ſay. 


At table, if I aſk for veal, 


In complaiſance, ſhe gives me quail. 
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like your beer; 'tis briſk and fine 


« Ono; Fohn, give Miſs Jones ſome wine.“ 
And tho from two to four you ſtuff, 


She never thinks your ſick enough, 


In vain your hunger's cur'd and thirſt, 

If you'd oblige her, you muſt burſt. 
Whether in pity, or in ire, 

Sometimes I'm ſeated next the fire; 

So very cloſe, I pant for breath, 

In pure good-manners ſcorch'd to death. 

Content I feel her kindneſs kill, 

[ only beg to make my will; 

But til] in all I do or ſay, 

This nuſaince Breeding's in the way; 

O'er which to ſtep I'm much too lazy, 


And too obliging to be eaſy. 


Oft dol cry I'm almoſt undone 
To ſee our friends in Brooke-ſtreet, Londou. 
As ſeriouſly the nymph invites 
Her ſlave to ſtay till moon-ſhine nights. 
Lo! from her lips what language breaks: 
What ſweet perſuaſion when ſhe ſpeaks! 
Her words ſo ſoft! her ſenſe ſo ſtrong! 

I only with----to ſlit her tongue. 

But this, you'll ſay's to make a clutter, 

Forſooth! about one's bread and butter. 


Why be it fo, yet Pl aver 


That I'm as great a plague to her; 


For well-bred folks are ne'er ſo civil 
As when they wiſh you at the devil. 


So, Charlot, for our mutual eaſe, 

Let's een ſhake hands, and part in peace, 
To keep me here is but to teize ye, 

To let me go would be to eaſe you. 
As when (to ſpeak in phraſe more humble) 
The gen'ral's guts begin to grumble, 
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- Whate'er the cauſe that inward ſtirs, 


Or pork, or peaſe, or wind, or worſe; 
He wiſely thinks the more tis pent 


The more 'twill ſtruggle for a vent: 


So only begs you'll hold your noſe, 
And gently holding up his cloaths, 
Away the impriſon'd vapour flies, 
And mounts a zephyr to the ſkys. 
So (with rev'rence be it ſpoken) 
Of ſuch a gueſt am no bad token; 
In Charlo!'s chamber ever rumbling, 
Her pamphlets and her papers tumbling, - 
Diſplacing all the things ſhe places, | 
And, as is uſual in ſuch caſes, | 
Making her cut moſt ſad wry faces. 
Yet, ſpite of all this revel rout, | 
She's too well bred to let me out, 
For fear you fqueamiſh nymphs at court 
(Virgins of not the beſt report) 


Should on the tale malicious dwell, 


When me you ſee, or of me tel]. 

O Charlet! when alone we ſit, 
Laughing at all our own (no) wit, 
You wiſely with your cat at play, 
| reading Swift, and ſpilling tea; 
How would it pleaſe my raviſh'd ear, 
To hear you from your eaſy chair, 
With look ſerene and brow uncurl'd, 
Cry out, A ---- for all the world 
But you, a ſlave to too much breeding. 
And J, a fool with too much reading. 
Follow the hive, as bees their drone, 
Without one purpoſe of our own: 


Till rird with blund'riag and miſtaking, 
We die ſad fools of others making. 


Stand it recorded on yon poſt, - 


That both are fools then to our coſt! 


Ihe queſtion's only, which is moſt? 
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J. that I never yet have ſhown. | 
One ſteady purpoſe of my own: 
Or you, with both your blue eyes waking, 
Run blund'ring on, by choice miſtaking? 
Alas we both might ſleep contented, 
Our errors purg'd, our faults repented ; 
Could you unmov'd a ſqueamiſh look meet, 
Or I forget our friend in Brooke-freet. 


In Memory of the Right Honourable N EVIL, 


Lord Lover.ace. 


To Miſs LoVELAcE. 


N the calm hour, when pleaſure moſt prevail's, 
J. And ſmonth proſperity has ſwell'd your fails, 
"The ſportive Muſe her humble lyre has ſtrung, 
'To join the triumph with ſome idle ſong: | 
And ſhall ſhe row, when nature ſmiles no more, 
When tempeſts rife, and ſurges laſh the ſhore, 
Sit doubtful, and the ſerious lay refuſe? 
Shall Lovelace ſigh, nor ſymphatize the Muſe? 

In life's mixt ſcene, where various parts agree- 
To form one tedious tragi- comedy, 
How few, alas! in either part can ſhine? 
But both to grace, what forces muſt combine! 
In fame low ſcene is Silia deem'd a wit? 
With patience” meekeſt ear attentive ſit. 
In mimic ſtate, and proud fantaſtick pow'r, 
Is Fulviasxcrown'd the queen of half an hour? 
The queen of half an iſland if ſhe pleaſe? 
The wiſe have no debates. with ſuch as theſe. _ 
But when the riſing ſcenes with anguith ſwell," 7 
"Tis yours the higher, harder part to tell, % 
And dignify diſtreſs by ſuff*ring well. TOO 
Whether the ſtoic's, or the chriſtian's part, 
Found in the head, or working at the heart; 
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Here all the kind affections, touch'd, comply; 
Thererous'd again to ſtudy'd apathy. 

Come, falſe philoſophy! as 88904 as vain, 
Talk well of virtue, talk it o'er again; 
Deep in the heart true fortitude's conceabd, 

And needs no eloquence to be reveal d. 5 
Yet ſpeak! O tell me! whence this calm of mind? 
The will obedient, and the wiſh reſign'd; 
'The ſteady temper, and the look ſerene, 

And all a ſiſter's woe in ſilence ſeen? : 
That J may learn, when by misfortune preſt, 
To yield with meekneſs or with ſtrength refill, 

Brave youth! with ev'ry virtue crown'd, farewel, 
How truly 3 young [i) Walpole's Muſe can 

i tell. | | 
He to thy tomb has led the weeping Nine, 
And hung the wreath of friendſhip oer the ſhrine; 
Not ſweeter notes, whom Pope conſigns to fame, 
« Attend the ſhade of gentle Buckingham.” 

Here the pale Loves, and fick'ning Graces mourn, 
And there the Siſter weeping o'er the urn: 

Like ſome fair pillar nodding o'er its baſe, 

*The laſt remaining ruin of her race; 

Left but to make their milder virtues known, 

And fill the radiant circle with her own. 

Uſeleſs the marble, and the mournful creſt, 
No tomb ſo lovely as a fiſter's breaſt; | 
There ſhall thy mem' ry live, by time improv'd,. 
And ſhe for virtues, once thy own, be lov'd: 

Not ſuch as make of kings and queens a friend, 
But fuch as grac'd thy life, and bleſs'd thy end; 
Truth unaffected, manners void of art, 

Plain ſenſe, and ſtrong benevolence of heart. 

Oft as ſhe eyes yon bright etherial plain, 

And burns to follow thee, and mix again; 
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Some tender friendſhips, ſome endearing ties, 
Cling round her heart, and hold her from theXkies, 
A little while, and theſe ſhall all decay, 

And the free ſoul emerge to endleſs day: 

Where, having long ſuſtain'd the faithful part, 
The ſtrong attraction ſeizing all her heart, 

Her gentle orb ſhall round its center move, 
Re-kindled into harmony and love. 


O D to the Rt. Hon Lady Hz NAVY BEAUCLEAS) 
| 5 on ber Marriage. 


HE ſummit reach'd of earthly joys, 
Your nurs'ry full of girls and boys, 
Your Lord in peace return d; 
Your rents improv'd, your lands increas' d, 
The good old [1] Baroneſs deceag'd, 
And with due honours mourn'd; 


What more remains, but ſafe aſhore, 

Grateful indulge the preſent hour, 
And, while you feel, impart; 

Nor let a feebler pulſe controul 

One gen'rous purpoſe of your ſoul, 
One virtue of your heart. 


The ruling paſſion, bold and ſtrong, 
May ſtruggle in the boſom long, 
Yet want its time to ſhoot; 
But when kind heay'n the ſoil ſupplies 
With bolder ſuns, and brighter ſkies, 
It yields its gen'rous fruit. 


x" Re. Hon, Lady Wentworth. 
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Whether we view your morning ſcene, 
A favour'd Maid near Britain's Queen. 
(The reſt let envy tell) 

Or now arriv'd at noon of life, 
A frugal mother, and a wife, 
Thus ts at leaſt, was well. 


And thus far too your praiſe I've ſung; 
And ſtill the burden of my ſong 
Was- Ne'er be fortune's creature!” 
For, tho' ſhe open all her ſtore, 
And tho' ſhe gives you ten times more, 
To be yourſelf 1 1s greater.” 


The ſongs 1 ſung you kindly took, 
And bid me put em in a book, 
Becauſe I ſcorn'd to flatter; | 
But now more great, that is, more rich, 
God knows what demon may bewitch, 
And uu your honeſt nature. 


Should you grow artful, fooliſh, nice, 

Or ſink to ſneaking avarice, 
Much good may riches do ye! 

But then, how ſimple I ſhall look ? 

Do, tear your ſongs, and burn your book, 
And ſay ---T never knew Je. 
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